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esmmpln cif ilevotion, at hcriitHiii. nf 
y, WDUlil till! aiDocre mid zenlous nf lUl 
bi^ duprivcil. 
~!lr7, afur all, it the unl,v iuiluslrui^Iil)lc gift thttt^' 
I can beiiaeath to tie worlil. The shield ol 
iee, tbfrab'l] tlic work of a goil. haa di^apitent ~ 
tile worlil, but the boundrng words in which it hi 
desctlbed are immortHl. This vcrj shield ittwlf^ 
"liUer rem»rk». is the type of the poet's mind, wid 

true poetry.' On it, we are told, were ftgurtd. 



£ of ci 






com fields and vineyarda, ehi^ep and nxcii. and 
tilings ^^pted to particular locitlicies, arid vhielt 

Mnatt different circnmglancBS, — but the great 

had a1»i introduced representntiiuis of the 
" wnodors of treation, whldi are the s: 
lO-dBj, and to-muirow, — 



In tl Tw rdinaniiwl eartli— 



a m- 



a i;eiiuuie poeia muxt be true not onljr lo the ohO'- 
' of the ti^e in which it is written, bat in acconl- 
with the principlea of nature and of truth, wliioh 
■changeable. 

iZjBtins, a people very different from the Orceks, 
but little to the heasty of the ni/tholofcy they 
■«il, DT lo the llleratu* thoy imitated. With tlie 
don of Egiiria.— " a beautiful Ihouglil. and softly 
I forth." — tliere are none of iheii native divinltiei 
merest ii» much. Their parly hiBtory, bo full nf 
unbcmding justice, lelf-denial nnd heroism, ii 

lOweoilriM ilitccntu., nhoni! birlii wu ot Jew. 



* tvp* ol Iha Ml, 

nf the Wuilil.--V,u,\'«cv'»'^'i»OTk»'e 



tt few af the shorter tales of Ovi 
Uus they have left ua partaiing, ho 
the character of BaUftd Poetry, but 
moilera than to the ancient Hom 
«r tliia there U no dace of the balh 
rature. Its writers became nioce 
OTOua in their imitation, until, in tl 
jus, the race of old Soman poets 1 
1 person of Claudian. 
While this hunentable but natural (jU 
1 vigour, consequent upon the efi 
■es of Imperial Rome, was tievelo 
I Buony shores of the Mediterraneai 
was maturing amid the mount* 
r««OT and western Europe. Thehnn 
these remote regiooB, like their 
en perpetually frozen— now began tt 
to toilliftocy and activity. Those w 
army ehores of the ocean followed 
BT adventurous expeditions among tl 
lio lived amid the dark roreatB of the 

^b search of brighter skies and raw 
wards the geni^ regions of the lout 
JMe espeditioDs, particnlarly the 

^^^- - the Sea Kings gave the Ballat 
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MMIY OF CASTLMAB 




Itxl, nd wm tier rtpa Hpi, aaa iwetK 

»wM nn Ihe Usn that >he gn.e I 

It vu BU mr w«e ttilDft It wu uu m. 

Jt wu nnc mj troo love yc niut \ty ti 
?rmiA li hor leul heoit uin Tiioclcat hi£i 

She ne'er k™«l onjf on tarx idie liivi 

^■Ir u yoat (tee ti. wera'l Dlty Uini» fl 
Vomg tn-agger, the no cr nod glo Mi 



Mr lOWiaed tats dEft bnnr. blood ral h 
VUa Xmlita UaSntTMBtiitna mUli 

Tg^ rue mil tbit moralBK jrogr IxiuB i 
DgfCDi] jc, blue tnUor, ru' loDdly ye 

Xmtf vl' tiegimiiiji:, sled the j>oulta. an 
mwrniOteioaaa. the UnCvhllc lot 

rair Uooittie Iov«[ mild wL' Hw dnrl 
II It n; vee tMUii. it II Of idn tiling, 

JuiUb, lOTgl'a Oft fonr hearf a m 



I 'nie most modera, niid perhaps the moat iiiiportont 
at of baUada, reniam* to be alluilcd to — namely, llic 
rman. The suitden awakeuing, the rapid maturity, 
be endaring vitality, and lbs acknowledged aupremaL-y 
ptOemiaii litenttiue, ate facts a» wonderful as tliey are 
little better than a uentury ago. with the 
epdon of a few- tlicological and hiitorical writer*, the 
irere more de<t!tiite of a native literature, and 
e depBudant on other countries, partictrfarly 
i, for intellectual aujipliea, tliaii we have erccbeen ; 
d now their ivorlci crowd the book marketa of the 
Uttle more than a centurj' ago a great liemian 
(, called Frederick, a philtiBU\A\i:t a.iA ». v^viwi >i 
t, pivnfHincLiI his navWc \av\5naW'^™*'' 



, bj Uie universal liwguage of their jioetry i* ntiil 
ir after ycu pilgrims anil itudenU from strunicc Inncle 
Oder Ihitber, not nttru^ted so much by the gloom of 
lody mounUiini and the magic winding of htr 
, u because (dunks to poetry) llirougti the former 
Kthe wQd Jsger still bunts and the witt^het dance on Wal- 
la t nights, and because the hitter haibeen made 
~ ' l1 barrier of a free people, and the emblem, in 
.. . ite strength, and its btoLUty, of the German 
I rtwncter and intellect. 

It cnly remains for me to advert to what has hoeo 
dime, sod what I conceirc may be done, in Ireland witli 
Ktfae bttUad. If we recollect the constant stale of war- 
Ifbra — the revcdutionupon revolution-— the political atrug- 
Bglet, and the generally unhappy condition of tlie people 
'- since the invasion, it is matteTofHorprige that there 
d be found any persons witli hearts or intellects suf- 
itly Strang to escape from the realities around them 
~' e abstractiDDB and idealities of poetry ; hut that 
B were many who did so, and with a x>ower and 
it^ fbr which they get little credit, must be evident 
____i Mr. Duffy's "BaUuil Poetry," and, I trust, also 
faim tbis volume. I spealt now, of courae, of our na- 
tive Irith writers. Toue there can scarcely be any thing 
gm interesUng or more valuable than these snatches 
id frtgments of old songa and ballads, which are chap- 



)tic amongst us to &ee our minds from the false 
agiuns which the study (^snperlicial as it was) of 
._ _ -irtory of our country, as told by those who were 
I sot her children or her friends, had made upon us. In- 
d of the rude savage kerns that anti- Irish hiiUaiana 
lilqtCMnt our forefiithers to have been, for ever havering 



' ' ADthologla QennKa\c&," -iih. 
' n saint lo «hrau WlO ft"\. rt 



i 



Mlmon in the pleasant risers,— or Iwim 
W the alartled intrudera of the Pale WW 
taporu„ce,welookfotothe h",J, .„JS 
SSt^r T^'"^ ""J- '■>" "i" -S S 
,.^h ■* .*^"' ^"^ intehs!ty-„hat theri 

rtand, utd a. tieh thiT are eoUtlSi; " 
S?S ""■ "'u'" '""Ion- The hSl" 
7J^J^ ? «*' ^."^ ^ ^^s affectiona, and 

S? V""™. "»r«tiWe .llh the ni 
n^uise waa necessary, the allegory haa been 

S Sd i?E. "~'"°.') " » make so , 
lHBiUbtl'ntieduotlontolbr«J:i" 



*, snd of tbe jjreatcat conwfarton ,■ — tlmt we 
tnmgMy Iriati in our «'riliiigii without tcasinit 
gllslti ihnt Kec&n be faithful In the Innd of 
witliout being mgrnteful to thut titcrnture 
boen "ihe mming mother of our minds," 
Q develop the intellectual Tfiources of our 
and e«t«bliab for onraelves it dulinct and wpo- 
rate in tbe world of letters, vitfaout deprivtug 
if the HdrsntagGs of the widely-diSused and 
uecniled language of England, are facts that I 
not he too widely disseminated. This pe- 
ter of our poetry ia, however, not eaaily i«. 
Irish word or an Irish phrme, even appo- 
loduced. wilt not be sufficient i it maat pervade 
I poem, and must he seen and felt in Che con- 
the sentiment, and the expreaaion. Our 
ild do well lo consider the advaalageB, even 
if success and popularity, which would be 
tlend the working of this peculiar vein of 
ll literature. If they write, as they are too 
rehabit of doing, in the weak, worn-out style 
ijority of ootemporary English authon, thtgi 
ibly be lost in the crowd of easy writer* and 
erimert, whose name is legion, on the other 
channel i whereas, if they endeavour to be 
drmitive soil, use their native idiom, iUus- 
«ractfir of their coantry, treasure her legend?, 
I bev traditions, people her scenery, and cnno- 
Qitntitions, the very novelty will attract atten- 




■ chup or v«rj huimwuki ....... ^ 

number of poema which were stUl 
pubbc Uiaii those, bo abundaat, ■ 
myself to the aelection of two fror 
them {The Muster of tlie Nortli)* 
believe it to be the beat hiatoriciil t 
yet produced i and the other, as 
reniftrhable period of political exdti 
memory. 1 have to regret that I 
contwn a greater oumber of the i 
Poet— Thomab Moobe. I would 
liave testified my ftdiniration of 1 
M»Q, by extTiU'ting largely from 1 
mind, many ofhiaBonga areperfei 
in deaign a* they are esquisilely eo 
In pabliBhing these ballads, lion 
would be but giving most of my n 
already poaEesaed, so that in real 
flie omisBions but myaelf, a verj 
wilUng victim to the unbounded i 
Moose. 

I blush to allude Kt myself, ao ei 
but I fear I owe some apology to 
troductjon into this colleetion of tl 
_• ' the wish of friends" in thia, » 
stuicea. haa of uouree prevftil|^ 



BOOK OF IRISH BALLADS. 



A FAmr TALE. 




- _■■ ■„ ,jid WpogTsptiy oT biliy land, had olroady eel 

n tf tim< nd plus), imd lo mMlng a asH r ■ 

''^nU Unnnuid of EDijliuid. wu nctiuitHl 



!^J'^^"^P"P'8Uijiiiiirroiiiuledldin. Thi*o»mK» 
/™»Brmf, at tait Uiej are not ghen \n bM 



I» Britain'B isle, and Arthur b 
When midnigfit fWrie* daJic"il 

IJT'd Edwin of the Gr« 
Edwin, I wic. a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with conrage, eenae. 

Though badly »hap'd hf 

„D back mote weU 
;e height ignioet hia 

And lift itself «bo>e i 
Yet, spile of b31 that nature di 
To mate his uncouth form ibt 

This creature dar'd to 1 

He felt the charma of Edith'a 
Nor wanted hope to gahi the ] 

CouU ladies look withi 
But one Sir Topai draM"d wit 
And. if a shape could win a h 

He had a shape to win. 

Edwin, if right 1 read my sor 

With alighted passion pac'd a 

All in the moony light 

Twaa neat an old enchimt«d 



Bat scant he lays him on the floor. 
ffhea hollov vindB remove the door. 

And trembling rncki Uie gronnd ; 
And veil 1 feen to count weight, 
At ODcc a hundred tapera light 

On all the walls arouud. 

How Mimding tongues assail his ear. 
Kow totuidiag feet approachen near. 

And novr the eoundi increase: 
And from tho corner where he Uf 
He aees a dain prol\isely gnj 

Come praakling o'er the place. 

But (tmKt me. gentlee :) never yet 
Wa4 digliC a ninwiDing half so neat, 

Or half sn riuh before i 
The countiy lent the sweet perfume*. 
The lea the pearl, the sky the plumes. 

The town its lilken store. 

How irbilst he gtut'd, a gallant dresl 
Id flAunting robes abore the reiC, 

With awfiil accent urj'd : 
"Wh»t mortal of a vretched mind, 
Whose righs infect the balm/ wind, 

Htu here presum'd to hide ?" 

At tliis the awiun, whose vent'rous soul 
No &»li of magic art control, 

AdTonc'd in open dght : 
'• Nor bnye 1 cause of dread," be said, 
■' Who view, by no presumption led, 

Tour reveli oZ tlie night. , 

■■ Twas grief, for scorn of ihilhful lovfe 
Wluch tnade my ileps unweeting rOTB 

Amiil the nightly drew." 
" Til well," the gsllnnt crtes a^nio, 
''We AiHet never injure men 
^^MWbo dare to tell ui Roe. ■ 



■ m 

■ iji 

I Tt 

I ' 

L 



n. .poi.. ..J ■«••"■"''" S 

WitU Eilwin of IhE Uro 



^A^d^ith a ^lri> retire 
Rut no* W plaisc thB fiury 1 

,^ one at last, that Robin. J 



Here coded all the pliantorn-jilay ; 
Tbcy smelt tbe fresli apprmcti uf day, 

And heurd a, cock to crow ; 
The Khirliag wind that bore the crovd 
Mat cUpp'd tlie door, and whiitletl luud. 

To woru them all to go. 

Then icreuning all at once they fly. 
Ami all M once the Inper* die t 

Poor Edtriii Mle to floor ; 
Forlorn hia atsle, and darlc the place, 
Was never wigbl in aucb a, case 

Through all [lie land bufore. 

But soon a£ D&n Apolto rose, 
Full jolly i:reilure home he go«9, 

He feels hia back the leu ; 
Hit boneit toogue and steady mind 
Bad rid him of the lump behind, 

WliicJi mado him want aucceaa. 

With loaty lively lied he talka. 
Re eeema a dandng as he wallci, 

Hia story soon took wind i 
And bcauteoui Edith aees tbo youth 
Eudow'd with courage, aense, and tnitli. 

Without a boncii behind. 

The atory told. Sir Topaz rooVd, 
The youth of Edith ent appror'd. 

To aee the revel scene : 
At dote of eve he leaves hia home, 
And wend) to And tbe ruin'd dome 

All on tbe gloomy pluin. 



m 



"tlffini, Sftrli. Alone, ndreed. lie lay. 
Till Dp the weLkia rose the daj. 

Then deem'd Ilir dole <vu our : 
Bat wot ye well his harder lot? 
Uii seely bftck the bunc^h had got 

WMcli Edwin lost a&re. 

Thu tale a SjbU.niuse ared ; 

She MlUy Btroak'd my youngling bead, 

^d when the tale was done, 
"ThoB soine ue bom, my >on," she criei 
" With base impedinienW to rue. 

And lome are bom with none. 

' ' But virtue eta itself adrance 

To what the faTourite fools of chance 

By fortuue tceio'd deBigo'd ; 
Virtue can gain the odds of fate. 
And from iUelf ihake olT the weight 

Upon th' unworthy mind." 



THE FAIRY WELL OF LAGNANAY. 



HontHFDLLT. aing mournfully— 

" O liateo, Ellen. lister dear : 
Ii there no help at all for me. 

Bat only ceatelew ligh and tear ? 

Why did not he who left me here, 
Witli Moten hope itenl memory ? 

Oliitea, EUeo, Bislei dear, 
{Monnifiilly, ting mournfully)— 

I'll go away (o Sleamish hill, 
111 pluck the fairy hawthom-trce. 
-^ Juti kt the ipirits work tilini Tiffl 
~- '~~ — ' if for good OT il\. 



ip^ire not for » bUwhed f«ce. 

So 1 but baiiish memory ;— 

Iwi,bIw<!rewithAim»Gr« 
MoornfuUy, "nB moumfoUy ! 

Her wBter said in accenU low, 

Her only awler. Un« t«"0 = 

TwM inlheii bed btfore the 

And Ellen anp.ered ad inJ »U 

"Oh Una. Una, be not dww 

(Hearken to my tale of *oe>- 

To this nnholy gnef I pray. 

Which makes roc wck at bean 

And I wiU help you rfl "^J 

—The Fwry WeU of l»gna" 

Lie nearer me. I tremble m,— 

Una, r»e heard wiae women 

(Hearken lo my tale of woe ^- 

That if befoit Ihe dews «n« 

Traemudenioitakyflo* 

■With pore hand bathe hatJ 

! Three lady.brackeMJIJIHi 



Their mother oni) her cnre lUiorcet, 
(AU, klasi srid wcllsway') 

Aiid looa thuj reached tlie FdJry Well. 
Tbe moantaiD's eye, cluar, colil, luij grey, 

Wide open in the dreary fell ; 

Uow long they stood ' twere vuu to tell, 
At Uul upon the point of day, 

Ba«Q Una barea her lK>aDm'« n-ell, 
(All, ahia I and weU&nay) 1 

Thrice o'er her siuinldng breaela ahc laTci 
The gliding glance (hat will not stay 

Of Bahtly-Btreaming fkiry waves ;— 

And raw tbe charm three braektns craves. 
She pluck* A^ in their Mng'd army -.— 

Now round the well her fate she braves, 
AU alu 1 and weUaway t 



tiare lu all fnim Fairy thrall ! 

Ellen <e«i her face the run 
Titice ttnd thrice, and that is all — 

Fount and hill and muden swiui 

AU tutiethcr melting dim I 
" Una I Unal" thou uiay'it call. 

Siater aad I but lith or limb 
(SftTB uB aU from Fury thrall I) 

Never again of Uua bawn 
Wh^ now she wolka in dreamy b:^, 

Shall Eye of mortal look upon 1 

Oh I can it be the guard waa gione. 
That better guard than shield or wall ? 

Who knowa on earth gave Jurlagh Dauuc ? 
(Save us all fhim Fairy thrall) 1 

Behold ihc banks are green and bare, 
Ko pit is here wherein to fall : 

Aye — at tbe fouutyou well inay atarc. 

But nought save pehbloa amooth La Ihtre, 
And gmall atrawa twirling onii and bU- 

Bte Uioit honji', and be thy ina^'i. 
tut Bi ail from Fuiry tUinU. 



HY-BRASALL_THE ISLE OF THE BLB 






. ThB Ay-AuHil of As bU 

H tMnUr imllinied iqi bi 
idathaMH ofJintn. Ihc 

Om the ocean that hollows the rocks where ys M 
A ebtdtwy land has appeared, ai the; tell ; ^ 
Men thought it a leKioa of aungtune and rest. 
And they called it Hy-Bratait, the iele of the Wei 
From year unto /ear, on the ocean's bine rim, 
The beaatiful spectre showed loTely and dim ; 
Tlie golden clouds cnctnineii the deep where it la; 
And it looked like an Eden, awaf, Gu awaf I 

A peaaact who heard of the wonderful tale, m 
Id the breeze of the Orieat loosened hia raO i U 
From Am, the holy, he turned to the weit, 31 
For though Ara was holy, Hn-Braiail was Umm 
He heard oot the voices that called from the ahon 
He heard not the rising wind's menacing roar; 
Home, kindred, and safety, he left on that day, 
And he sped K> My-Brasail, away, &r away I 

Morn rose on the deep, and that shadowy isle. 
O'er the faint Hm of distance, reflected its smile ; 
Noon bomed oo the witve, aod that shadowy shur 
Seemed lovelily distant, and faint as before ; 
Lone evening came down on the wanderer's I 
And to Ara agun he looked timidly back ; 
Oh I far on the verge of the ocean it lay, 
Tel the isle of the blest was away, fat away l| 



in tills I 



,T.G. cm 



'1 



Ruh dreainer. return 1 O, >e *itidi of llie main. 
Sear hin> back to his vnti pemcefui Ath Bgun. 
Rktb fool 1 tfjf B vision uf fanciful bliw, 
To barter th7 calm life of labour and peaix'. 
The WMDing of reaaoa wbs ipoken in vain -, 
Hi niFTBr re-viiiied Are again 1 
Klght fdl oo the deep, amidat tempest and ipraf , 
And he died on the witera. awa;, far a»ar I 



THE MOtTNTAIN SPBITE. 



Ih yonder Tallej there dwelt, alone, 
A joutb, irhoie moments had calinlj Bown. 
Till ipeUa came o'er him, and, day and night. 
He waa haunted and watch'd by a Moontaio Sprit 

Aa once, b; moonlight, he vandar'd o'er 
The golden aaDdi of that iaUnd abore ; 
Afoot-print sparkled before his sight — 
"Twos ibe fairj foot uf the Mountain Sprite t 



Beaide a foont^. on 


Bommer daj, 


A* bending over the 


trcam be iay'. 


There peeped down o 


er him two eyes of light. 


And he mw in that m 


rror the Mountain Sprite 



He toTo'd, but, lo ! like a Btnrlled bird. 

That (pint fled J — and tbe youth hut heard 

Sweet monc, such ua marka the flight 

or aiuiie binl of mdk, from the MounlAiii Sprite. 

I One night, still haunted Ly that hT\|,H \(»iV, 

m The bo;'. bewiJderVJ, liis punnl looV-, 

^Aajgaideii only hy niomory'a WfSW, 

■p™* "•* oacaaea form of ihc lAauiii«.\a ftv'^'* 



In thw lonely bower, Bweet Mom 



THE CIIT 01- GOI] 

Teaiis onward have swept, 
c-^^i''i'!F»«'» have roll 
S-Qcetho billow, first .lept 

Oct tbeCityof GoW; 
■Nesth iu eddy of white 

Wbere the greeE ware a 
In their hallfl of delight 

■Are the fiiiiy tribeft dwelL 
And, but Bdilom the eye 
Ofa mortal may «:an. 



Like a beauty with guile. 

Wlien Boiiie yoaug knight hu found h«r, 
There u dcalli in her Bmile. 

And dark ruin around her I 

Like * Poet'a Hnt dream, 

In Ms longings for glory ; 
A dagger whoae glesm, 

With the life blood is gor;. 

Uke wishes possessed. 

And for which we have punted, 
Wbea we find n> uobleat, 

Tho' our prajffis haye been granted. 

liko ought that's rorhidden, 

Weat man tn behold. 
Death and Borrow are hid in 

The City of Gold. 



Death lakua thee to-day I 
Cobd|i-1]4-SjA," 
THE FAIBT WELL. 




to beautiful aud bright, 
on'd almost thiak Ibej'd Ug 
Glcncarrigy bj night. 

Amonfc the hilU and moiinta 
Above her mother'* home. 

The long and weary summer 
Young Pt^gy Blake would 

And not a girl in the town 
From Dhua in Glenlur, 

Could wander through tlie in 
Or climb ihe rotk» with he 

The Lammas sun was shinio* 
The meiulows all ao brown 

The neighboura gathered far i 
To cut the ripe crops down 

And pleasant was the momin' 
And dewy was the dawn. 

And gsy and ligJitaome hairb 
To the sunny fields they're 

The joke wns [tassing lightly. 
And the laugh wa« load sn 
te was neitlier »» nni- b. 



Sut all t}ie loja and gir1> laughed. 

And Willj- Khu looked ahy ; 
God help you, WiUy ! aure they ee 

The thrinible in your eye. 

'■ Now. by my faith J" young Connell eaj*, 

" I like jour notion well— 
Here'* a pover more than gospel 

In what crazy goMipa tell." 

Oh. my beSTy hatred fall upon 
TouDg Coanell of Sliabh-Mut ! 

He took the cruel Tengeance 
Tor hii Komed love al last. 

He jakin' and the jibin'. 

And the banterin' went on 
One girl dared another, 

Aiid they all dared Fe^y Bawn. 

Till leaping ap, away ahe flew 

Down to the hollow green — 
Her bright locba, floating in the wind. 

Like golden lighta were seen. 

They saw her at the Fairy welL— 

Tbai laugbln' died away, 
The; uw her etoop abore ita biink 

With betui aa cold aa clay. 

Ob 1 mother, mother, ncrer stand 

Upon your cabin floor ! 
YoD hevd the cry that through your heart 

Will ring for eveTmore ; 

For vben she came up ^m tlio well, 

No one conld ttmd her look \ 
Her fije was wiJd—her cheek -"m t*lA— 

Tbtj nw jirr niiail was shocAl 



And shining through the 
When young and old stood i 
To see th^ darling die. 

Poor Peggy from the death-l 
Her fiice was pale and col( 

And down about her c^ouldi 
The lovely locks of gold. 

** All you that's here this ni( 
** Take warnin* by my fat 

Whoerer braves the Fairies' 
Their sorrow comes too lat 

The tear was startin' in her < 
She clasp'd her throbbin' 1 

And when the sun next mon 
Poor Peggy Bawn lay deat 



FAIRY REVI 
The Curies are dancinsr bv brake 



IBI8B BALLAI>S. 41 

Her brow it aU^calm, and her looks are kind. 

Bat the look that aho gives leaves but pain behind. 

Her voice is aofl;, and her smiles are sweet. 
Bat woe to thee who soch smiles shall meet. 

She will meet thee at dusk like a lady flur, 
Bat go not, for danger awaits thee there. 



win take Ifiee to ramble by grove and by glen. 
And the fiiends of thy youtii shtUl not know thee again. 



THE ENCHANTED ISLAND. 

, [The tradition in this 1)eaiitiftil little twUad is almost the same as 
uaton which ^'TheCilyof Ckfld,'' **Hy-Brasail,''and other poems in this 
^oUection are foimded, excq[»t in yotnt of locality; the scene of the 
utter ballads behig placed in the Atlantic, to the west of the Isles of 
^^, while ** the Enchanted Island *" is supposed to be in the neigh- 
jnuliood of Kathlin Island, off the nordi coast of the county Antrim, 
^name of the island, which has been spelled a different way by 
uniQst every writer on Hm sabjeet, is soppoaed to be derived from 
f^*rin, OT ** the Fort of Qrlu," as its ritnati<ni, commanding the 
inih cotet, rxAght make it, not unaptly, be styled '* the fortress of Ire- 
<«id.''.-8ee LeonaixPs TopograpMa Hibemica.] 

To Rathlin's Isle I chanced to sail. 

When summer breezes softly blew, 
And there I heard so sweet a tale. 

That oft I wished it could be true. 

They said, at eve, when rude winds sleep. 

And hushed is ev'ry turbid swell* 
A mermaid rises from the deep, 

And sweetly tunes her magic shell. 

And while she plays, rock, dell, and C8ln^> 

In dying faUa the sound reti^, 
As if tome choral spirits gave 
Tbdraid to BYreU her witclung ttVma. 



The menond f^ • „cn no mora 1 
The fairy iBieiaw 



""" »*U-B«. 




tikpC*™-"!™,, 




New loidaiBW . 
Thro' welk-ii b 



Then lo bim love and frit 

And joio'd the geemini 

But little reeky their lea 

Was once a gout or ape 

Hj» fears were for the gri 

Half ate by wonns or c 

He mounted qoiclc n a!oe- 

NotaJ in fairy-land for sp 

And joyous bade the ghoi 

Then with the elflns wing 

The signal given, away ht 

O'er the gray Treedy ehi 

" Poor lacldosa Jack," ahi 

" Be ulent when the &i 

They leap the scented haw 

And gaUop thro' Che yra- 

And thro' the black bog, f 

Poor Jack now guides h 

Now the tall lonely lower t 

Riies o'er the dark demesni 

^|ch ^y the diBtance eeec 



Ita ruined head ^ 

in the creeping iry' 



.ct( 



To cloak its breast wTth'mo 

And fir, and oak, and shini 

— ■'tedeck this thmno nf n.=i„. 



With woody BTmi of ciappled green, 

RellecWd in the eulten Boyoe. 
Dark misty woods the distaoce i:[uud. 
And blnck bent oaki the riyer crowd. 
Save OD those turus that smoothly shine. 
Devoid of mekg. rough-cro<ni'd witli pine ! 
Reflected cloudi with aiiier sweil, 
Uere (lowly pass, as if tbey fell 
To kla» the Btream and bid it Sow 
W^th joy — but hoarsewith baUdw woe 
Has deep Boyne run, unue Tara'a Kings 
Had with tb^ btood imbrued its springs. 
J»fk, led hy &jrie» — wretched wigbtl 

Was neariy dead thro' friglit and woe, 
And ailent cursed the lutUeBB nigbt. 

And Fay, that caosed hie being to. 
They quickly leap'd aiross the l3oyiie, 

Save Jack (who thought he now wia free ) -, 
But Mun bis snorting hone did join 

With him the piginy company. 
Hark 1 hark I laid one, I hear a Qule, 
Listl IJstl my &iendB, be still and mute ! 
I see a boat, sure mortab breathe 
That note upon the wavee beneath — 
The mcUow horn, the flute and liarp. 
Are nearing now the gargling sharp — 
They silent pass, with dripping oarB 
Uplifted— now soft music pours, 
Again — the barge's dipping wings, 
Ru01e the atreara with spatltling rings ; 
The swelling notes are parting near, 

Now beats in time the stroke of oars, 
And on the moon-lit wares aupcar 

Tlieir boiling rings, whieh lave the shores. 
Hie sailing music echoes thro' 

Dark banging woods — Boyne's canopy — 
Tbe castle turrets hound the Tiew, 

The paamng harp-chords soilty sigh. 
The boat now smoothly floats away. 
Its oars are deck'd with jeUaw ipnj ', 
Thenoteiare softer— now thej dW, 




Bui. I'^Voefl from yo^^-B aii«> 
"»• . V. m •''"\rfcom • »° 

Upon "** . 



^OAfiSSL 



I Mill, when tbey lolit me the mmdErTuI loJc, 

M^ couatrf , u Ihii not tlij atoij ? 
Thui (rft thnnigh the breakera of discord w 

A proiDifeof pence Bndof glor?. 
Soou gulphed in those vaten of hatred agun 

No longer our fancy can And it. 
AtuI woe to our hearts for the vision ao vidn. 

For ruin suJ death come behind it. 




'rhere WBJ a deep romsntic T«i 
The loTaliart on her ialand shore I 
So aji the legendary ttle. 

And seattar'a on ita verfant bed 
A little matio hamlet rose ; 

Where pensant airaina aequeater'd 
A bliBiful life of Mim repose. 

O'crhimg by nioant«ina high »nd ■ 
And ahaded 'midHt a thick'HinB 

Their lowly aimple dwellinga amU' 
la thjg secluded eolitude. 

Sweet gentle Norah wa* most fcir 
Her father and her mother's piit 

And like a beauteoua lily there 
She grew— and none her channi 

Tl^ cottage where her pareata dwi 
Surrounded by Iniuriant green. 

For rural nealaesa fcr e«ceL'd 
All olhera in the village acene. 



In niATble buin there it lay ; 

Soft bubUmg up from golden sanile. 
Whence came ita aouice no tongue could mj, 

SaTe from the power of itiry hands. 

A voice of olden tune declar'il^ 

"Twu fomi'd by aome uneutlil; «p«ll, 
Aad all witliin tbe vale reier'd 

Thii magic Bpring — "the fairy welL" 

AbOTC it roae a shading stone, 

Which, though of pond'nnii weight and lize. 
The gendest female touch alone 

lu maauTe bulk with ease could rioe. 

Tradition pasa'il fiom man to man, 
(Since tune — from menioiy'e page dccaj'd,) 

That thus the falrj'e msjidate ran— 
Who o'er its cryctol walera Bwaj'd : 

It «u ber finn command— and will. 
That none {till evening's ray had fled) 

Should wek the well, or dare «> fill 
Tbeir pitchers from its magic bed. 

But when tbe sunset's parting glov. 
In weatem skies no longer shone — 

Then each young village girl conid go — 
And, fearless, move the mjatic stone. 

One strict injunction, too, she gave, — 
That as each oiiLidenllll'd her vase, 

BeA>re she tnm'd the fount to leave. 
With caotioD should the sKids replace, 

For if the mornioK sunbeam play'd 

Oa the uncover 'd limpid spring, 
The felly of the curelesB mwd 

Would ruin to the vsllvy Wis 



To be beloT'd — ^the niaid nv 
And to the yallej came a 70 
Whose heart, her charms, 

A soldier he — ^ui armour clac 
One who, though young, b 

And often bared a warrior's 
When warfjEure's banner ws 

Oft with the stranger Norah 
(In shady pathways wild a 

And he of brighter regioiis t 
That rural Ufe had never 1 

But could there be a happier 
Than in that lovely spot n 

That blooming valley, ever { 
With all that nature's wai 

With tales of love her heart 
And when unto the well si 

(Soon as went down the sett 
Coolin was ever — at her si 



Add tbere efae mte — tlie irell beside, 
Aj o'er the vale the niglil-ihoile sloU ; 

While bitteciy (he raaiilen cried— 
For saddening ioitow iwell'd her soul I 

I IVom heaveo'i bri^tTault tbemoonlight'sg 
Gluic'd dnwnward on the fountaia clear ; 

' O'er NoraJi'a cheek its radiuice citme — 
And ctumg'd to pearl her falUog tear. 



(Exciaim'd the maid ir 
" Alas, wb; did 1 ever see 
One — who hai taught me how to weep ?" 

" Ab dearest Norah ! eay not so ; 

My love, mj life are only thine I 
Could I have csus'd thj tear to flow ? 

Depart with me — nor thus repine." 

The maid replied—" No I never- no ! 

With thee I've proinia'd not to meet ; 
But yet, where'er I turn or go. 

Still d06t thon trace my wandering feet." 

She nHie->-nor jet the tear wa« dried, 
That late stoie down her pallid cheek; 

Ker cares to lull, the soldier died. 
And HXttliingly began to ipeak. 

Uer band the lover foodly graap'd, 
like one who felt a pang to part ; 

And then with warm aflfction clasp'd 
The maiden to his Ibrobhing heart. 

Sow treading swift the beaten track, 

They left the well— that lonelj tpot', 
Thoaapake theyontii while pacing Viwi)*> 
Witb Nor^ to her father's cot ■, 
I C 3 ■ 



ttElBO HAttkVg. 

The brigltl; uncIoiiilGil morning rsy 
lu lit;li( upon t)ic >t|«c Imth v\at. 
Trhe spring, ihat unco 60 Btulle lay. 
Wan rushing now— « Wrrent «asU 

XUcli niooicnt "rider o'er the vale 
lie (earfiU valen foaming iprmd : 

-Aa. Willi a wild and maniac woilt 
The pcassDts Iroiu the village dcd- 

BuC liapless Nomh I void of fear. 

Stin stood upon the hillock path ; 
UouonacioaB of her dnngcr near, — 

She wUch'd the flood in aweUing wntli t 

As fierce poui'd on tha angr)' tide, 
Clo«e 10 the maid her lover ran : 
My porenta iave — oh ha«lc" — she ctieJ I 
■■From thee my only woeebogaiil" 

Slic fell— ho niisM Uia prostrate fair. 

And boro her np a rising hill ; 
But the white torrent even there.— 

Denis vengeful, rolling, followed stilL 

Sviii round the wooded height it n»e, 
Wliich lesser yet — and lesser grew; 

And ioon the refuge that they chose. 
Wu sunk — and nearly lost to view ! 

'■(Ml, cooldwe reach yon Biounlain'sbroii ;' 
Poor Coulin to hia NoraJi crios ! 

" But hope of life is vauitJi'd now ; 
Behold, tliu fi:arrul floods arise i 



TJnaw'd by deatli — no rain slurus 
The loven felt — buC wntcli'd their dot 

Clssp'd eadlj m each other's arms. 
They glanc'd down on the sorgy tomb 

Soon to their feet upeprunK the flocxi, 
Iti nithlees waters whelm'd them o'er ; 

Tlie leBs'ning apot on which they stood 
AbOTC the wavea was seen no more ! 

Gone vaa tlie valley of the well : — 
The fury's deed of wrath was done ! 

The foaming waters ceas'd to swell, 
And soA in tranqoil calmn^a shone. 

fiut never shall sweet Norah wake, — 
Or Coohn, from their shimber deep I 

Kour laid beneath Killarney's lake, 
The maiden and her lover sleep. 



ABBANMOBE. 



Oa I Arranmore, loved Arranmore, 

How oft I dream of thee ; 
And of those days when, by thy si 

I wander'd young and free. 

Foil iDiuiy a, path I've «iei, sio 

Through pleasiiie* ftovi't^ -a 

But ne'er could find VheVoas' 

I felt in tliote •■wtrt dai*. 
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How Mithe upon thy breezy cliffs 

At numy mom IVe stood. 
With heart as bounding as the skiflk 

Hiat danced along thy flood ; 
Or when the western wave grew bright 

With daylight's palling wing, 
HtveioQght that Eden in its light. 

Which dreaming poets sing. 

^£deo, where th' immortal brave 

^veU in a land serene, — 

"^ bowers beyond the shining wave. 

AtiQiuet oft are seen ; 
^ dream, too full €i saddening truth ! 

Thofle mansions o*er the main 
^ like the hopes I built in youth. 

At sonny and as vain ! 



THE ISLAND OF ATLANTIS. 

BT THB RET. O. CBOLT. 



Jjcr It timi fjig^ ^e Aflantie Sea was naylgable, and had an island 
Z"*«at month which to called by yen the irfllan of Hercules. But 
Cj*od WIS greater than both Libya and all Asia together, and af- 
r^'^'BMqr pasnge to other neighbouring islands, as it was easy 
|J|a torn those idands to all tibe Continent which borders on thto 
QHeSea. * • • But, in sneoeeding times, prodigious earth- 
l2**addfllQfes taking place, and brining with them demlation 
!!*9icsof one day and ni{^ all that warlike race of Athenians 
7***^ BMrged under the earth; and the Atiantle island itiielf be- 
^'^orted fai the sen, entirely disappeared."— Ptaro'i Titnatts.} 

Ob 1 thou Atlantic dark and deep. 

Thou wilderness of wayes. 
Where all the tribes of earth might sleep 

In their uncrowded grayes ! 

The sunbeams on thy bosom wake, 

Yet never light thy gloom ; 
The tempcBta durst, yet ncYer shake 
Thy dvptba, thou mighty tomb \ 



, . .„ the l«** 



nm-mituut. 
TBE HAXniTED SPRING. 



lortng mortilB Into Pilijlnnd : nnntm Kcm U lum «HE 
' tbt oblKti oC llio >i>^ lilrl«' bade*.; , 

Gatlt through the motmtaiD glen 

Tlie huncer't horn did ring, 
Aa Iha milt- white doe 
Eacaped his bov, 

Down by the haunted ipriog. 
In vain hie ulver horn he woimd, — 

■Twas echo anewer'd back ; 
For neitbec groom dot baying hound 

Were on tha hunter's track ; 
In Toin he sought the milk-white doe 
Tliat made him stray, aud 'acaped his bow. 
For, «ave himself, uo living thing 
Wai by the Bilenl haunted apring. 

The purple heath-bells, blooming Ciir, 
Tbeir ft^grance roimd did fling, 
Aa the hunter lay 
At close of day, 
Down hy the haunted qning. 
A lady fair, in robe of white. 

To greet the hunter dune ; 
She ksss'd a cup with jeneU bright, 

And pledged him by his name ; 
" Oh, tady lijr," the hunter cried, 
" Be thou my lore, my blooming bride, 
" A bride that well migbt grace a kingl 
"Bail lady of the haunted apring." 

In the fonntain clear she atoop'd, 
And forth «be drew a ring ; 
And that loved Knighl 
"-iiilh did plight ^ 

t>y tlie haunted spAnt. ^M 






Bat Hince th&t ilay his cliitsc Jid ntn 

The hunter ne'er wbb seen, 
A III) legenda tell, lie now doth dwel 

Witbin tlie hills so ^reen ;■ 
But sUU tlie milh-ivhite iloe nppean 
And wslcei the poasants' evening ft 
While distant bugles faiiitlf ring 
Around the tonctf bauntcil Bpiu~ 




• rtntnd IWrlH, BMraOTOKdtolftwttwM 



! 
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^ All the graceftil spirit people, children of the earth and 
,■ sea — 

They whom often, in the olden time, when earth was 

fresh and golden, 
Every mortal could behdd in haunted tower, and flower, 

and tree — 
Tbey have Tanished, they are hanished — ah I how sad the 
loss for thee, 

Lonely C^im-an-eich ! 

8till some scenes are yet enchanted hy the charms that 

Nature granted, 
Still are peopled, still are haunted hy a graceful spirit 

band. 
Peace and Beauty have their dwelling where the infant 

streams are welling — 
Where the mournful waves are knelling on Glengariff 's 

coral strand ; * 
Or where, on Killarney's moimtains, Grace and Tenor 

smiling stand, 

LUce sisters, hand in hand ! 

Still we have a new romance in fire-ships, through the 

tamed seas glancing, 
. And the snorting and the prancing of the mighty engine 

•teed; 
fttiU, Asti^i^o-like, we wander through the boundless 

asurft yonder, 
Realizing what seemed fonder than the magi9 tales we 

rMd— 
Tales of wild Arabian wonder, where the fancy all ib 

freed— 

Wilder far, indeed ! 



i 



Sow that Time, with womb unfolded, sha3ces the pal^y 

from her old head. 
Cries, *• Oh ! Earth, thou hast no soul dead, but a livir,^.-^ 

soul hast thou!" 

•In the hay of Gleagarlff, and towarfl5 the "N.'W. ^«i\»«A 'fewBd'ai 

^^.theydniga up large quantities of cora\ mxv4.— ^SsKS^Li^^s**- 
•w /, p. 28€. 



"'Trrs,r5»"0''ta.h7 

I "^ " "ante reqnj 



And there she ul« — the well beside, 
At o'er the vole the night-ahule itole; 
I Wliile bitterly the maiden cried — 

Far (oddenitig sorrow Bwdl'd her soul 1 

Ftdih heaven's bright rault the moonlight's gleam 
Glanc'd downwaj^ on the fauntain clear j 

O'er Korah's cheek its radiance came — 
And chang'd la pearl ber falltDg (ear. 



deapl) 
I how to weep?" 



CEidaim'd the m 

■' Alas, why did I ever sei 

One — who haa taught m 



" Ah dearest Noroh ! sav not sg ; 

My lore, my life are only thine! 
Could 1 have caua'd thy tear to flow ? 

Depart with me — nor thtia repine," 



With thee I've promis'd not to meet : 
But yat, where'er I turn or go, 
Still dost Ihoa trace my wondering tt 



ir yet the tear was dried, 
Iliat late stole down her pallid cheeky 
Her cares to lull, the soldier tried. 
And MMthingly began to speak. 

Her hand the lover fondly grasp'd. 
Like one who felt a pang to part ; 

And then with warm affection claap'd 
The maiden to his throbbing heart. 

Now treading swift the beaten track. 

They left the well— tliat lonely s?q^\ 
THom ^dike the youth while padng \imX 
^UkUonb to her falheft col. 



ahii wai peniler and sbyet than tlic avei 

BtooJ by her. 
And ber c^en emit n fire soft and lender u 1 
Lotb'b Jew y liglit dolli drowii her, and the I 

that crown her 
Than aaiitmn'a trees are browner, when tb 

dow! roll 
ThroaKli tlic forests in the BTcning, when c 

TL>II loll, 

And the purple eun adrBDceth b 



The wave and aunsliine ptajtng, like cislen 

Fw down Che aea-jihinta swaying upon the 

As knguid aa the trenaeJ on a sleeping m^ 

When the aununer breeze ia deai: 

Keti wo asy that Maurice loved her. and tl 

reproved her 
Wheo her throbbing bosom moved her to gi 

aiie gave ; 
Tliat by dawn-light and by twilight, and 

moon, by thy light— 
When the twinkling slars on high light t 

His alepa iiaeunscioua led him where Glengi 

EficIi nioaay bank and cave. 
He thitherwnrd ia wending— o'er the vale 
Quick his step, but quicker aending bis het 
By rocka and streams before him, proud Ui 
was shining o'er him — in hit he 
nther eyes, far brighWt Oi»ii ^ 
wen wete sWning o'et,^ 
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^ These eyes are not of woman — ^no brightness merely 

human 
Could, planet-likQ, illumine the place in which they 

shone ; 

^ fiat nature's bright works vary — there are beings, light 
^ . and airy, 

f Whom mortal lips call fiEdry, and Una she is one — 
I Sveet sisters of the moonbeams and daughters of the 
I sun, 

' Who along the curling cool waves run. 

h Ab summer lightning dances amid the heavens' expanses, 
Unis shone the burning glances, of those flashing fairy 
^ eyes; 
xbree splendours there were shining — three passions 

intertwining — 
Bnpsir and hope combining their deep contrasted dyes. 
With jealousy's green lustre, as troubled ocean vies 
With the blue of summer skies ! 

She was a fahry creature, of heavenly form and feature — 

Kot Venus' self could teach her a newer, sweeter 
grace — 

Hot Venus' self could lend her an eye so dark and 
tender, 

Hslf softness and half splendour, as lit her lily face ; 

And, as the stars' sweet motion maketh music through- 
out space. 

There was music in her face. 

f. Bat when at times she started, and her blushing lips were 

parted, 
.Aada pearly lustre darted from her teeth so ivory white, 
Toa'd think you saw the gliding of two rosy clouds di- 

viding, 
iod the crescent they were hiding gleam forth upou 

your sight — 
hroiigli these lips, as through the portala ot «b\tfi».NVi.vi 
pure Hiul brjf^ht, 

Came a brenihinQ of deViglitl 



Site bad icen young Maurice latel; walk forth n 

and stately. 
And tenderlf and greatlj' she loved him trom thai 
Unseen she roomed beside him. to guard liim 

guide him, 
But now she must divide liim from het human 

Ah I rtlirp g-tntlf Alice 1 the storm begins to ]a 
That mar crush Gleugariff's flower I 

The moon that late was gleaming, aa calm u chiL 

dreaming, 
li hid, audi wildly Ecreamlng. the Etormy winda 
And the clouds flee quick and faster before theii 

And the abadowa of disaster sre IMling from Ihe 
Strange sights and sounds are tisiog — bat Mod 
thou wise, 

Nor heed the tempUng cries. 



The clond its lightning sendeth, and its bolt tlie ct 

rendetti. 
And the Arm arbutus bcndeth in the whirlwiBi 

UthI 
Kow and then the nioon looks out, but, alas I I 

&ce hatb 

A dreadful look of wrath. 

In Tiin his strength he squanders — at each i 

wider wanders — 
Now be pauses — now he panders where lus pi«M 

may lead; 
And, as he round is gazing, he sees— a sight ami 
^^^^H Beneath him, calmly grazing, a noble jet-UM||| 
^^^^L "Wow, HeBTCD be praised t" cried Maod^H 
^^^^^M forUmtte indeed— J^H 

^^^^ From this UbynnOv I'm Tn«A]^H 



fpon it* biLck he leapeth, bnt a shaddEr throtigti I 

creepeth, 
k> the migh^ moaeter gveepeUi lilce a ton 

the dell ; 

Of aume, ho BofU; floiriDg, is dow a meteor blovine 
kud Mb bumiiiB eyes are glowiog with the bgljtoi 

inward tacll — 
jid the Ted breath of hie nostrils, like Bteam vhere tl 

lightning fell, 

And bis boofe bave a thoader knell 1 



who will stoop to chiding, in a Biaded oouraga. J 
pcrling, 
VTbcQ we know thnt he ia riding tlie {vinM I 
Horae ?' 
lis heart beats quick and foater than the lu 
of remorse 

Aa he aweepeth through the wild grass a 



Ai tlie avalanch cornea crashing, 'mid the EC 

Kreaioleta splaihing, 
backward wildly doabing, flgv the borw t 

C£ini-ui-eicb — 
nmmgh that glen so wild and narrow, back he 

like an arrow- 
Bound, round bj Gougano Barra. and the fountaini d 

the Lee, 
O'cT the " giant's grave" he teapeth, and he t 



Ftmn his fliuliiiig lioufa wliu ihali lock the ei 

of Malloc,* 
When lie baaniU. as bounds the Miallocli f 






tide? 



1 wiDtec leacieth Flora, o 

Oi' iti ahineB green Qliuliengla: 

hill'B side.— 
Xlius, beeide that demon monster, 

A teutlur fawQ ie seen 



It a the tavn that 
him- 



5d him, nnd 
<t dread him, 



glide. J 

tlMtlBtfl 



But DOW it dr 

Wiien down the mounting gliding, in Uii 

meadow billing — 
It left his boact abiding b^ wild Glengariff** 
For it iras a gentle Ftity who the Ikwu'i 

^nd who watched sweet Alice o*c 

But the rteed ia backwajd prantdug » 

adTancjng, 
And Ma flashing eyes are glancing, likWH 

Loch Fojle— 
Tba hardest granite crusliing. through tti 

blei brushing — 
Nov like a shadow riuldng up the si 

goiiir 



t aiMbcBilcin, I m 



1 river"" II GlengiriB.— a 
a torrsnt, which Bndfi II 
luBr, In the yra «( tlig i 
d, ^gclflcB " the nolij i 



I the liiwn beiide bim gliding o'er ihe ruugli whI 
brbkf n (Oil, 

WiiliDQt tear and witliout toil. 

rough woods, Ihc street binla' leaf bame, he ruHbeih 
to the Kft foam — 
;, long iJie fairies' cliief borne, when the summer 
^ uigbli ore uool, 
d the blue BM like a Byiea, with it< wares the steeil 



llch liisB like furnace iron w) 

n idoDjj uaoug the ialaads wlioiv (be 
bear rule. 

Through the bay to Adni^iol. 



plunged within > 
'.he water nyuipb* 



T Bearbave 






lungctb like I 



^I Mm 



though QD craven, how terrible for thee 7 
ie« me misC}' sluuliag of tliu mighty mouutuiu 

tlif winged fire-itued wading through the clouds 

u Itiniugh a sea I 
liii feeU the eaitli beuenth hlnk — he is looscn'd — 

he Isffee, 

And usleep in Ctiin-iUi-eith. 

-\witj- the wild steed leupcth, while lila rider calmly 

slvepeth 
llt-'ueath a roijk whk'b keepeth tlie Giitmnue to the glen. 
WUch standutb like a caetii-. where are dwelling lord 



Btre t 



ir ~Stuw Uamtt" l^'i^Ktai 
inrkcl ) u nunn u v^MlttJ"' 
>!' fnllion Rtte Uwiu.. 



BOOK or 

i the sloepiog Mauritc, 
No moiteL [leniieii I* 



ing «t0De— 
Anil a fiur page at the poital, crieth " Wdoi 

come I luortsl. 
" Leave thy world (at belt a short ill), for tJu 

world we own — 
"There are jojeby thee unlasled, there sre f 

unknown — 

" Come kneel at Una's throne." 

With a 8ullen sound of thunder, the great i 

lie looks around in wonder, and with TBTishmenl 
For the air his sense U chaining, with as «j 

paining, 
At when sammei clouds are nulling o'er a fli 

dian isle — 
And the facea that surroimii him, ohl how 

their smile, * 

So free of mortal care and guile. 

These form!, oh ! they are finer — theie fa«a a 
Than Phidias even tbiae are, with all thy mag 
For bejond a lover's guessing, and beyond a 1 

pressing, 
Is the face that truth is dressing with the feeli 

Two worlds are there together — Sarth and Hei 
each apart — 

And such, divineat Una, thou art t 
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And then the dazzling lustra of thq hall in which they 

muster — 
Where brightest diamonds duster on the flashing walls 

around; 
And the flying and adyancing, and the sighing and the 

glancing, 
And this music and the dancing on the flower-inwoyen 

ground, 
And the laughing and the feasting, and the quaffing and 

the sound, 

In which their Yoices all are drowned. 

But the murmur now is hushing — ^there's a pushing and 

a rushing. 
There's a crowding and a crushing, through that golden, 

fairy place. 
Where a snowy yeil is lifting, like the slow and silent 

shifting 
Of a shining yapour drifting across the moon*s pale 

hce — 
for there sits gentle Una, fkirest queen of fairy race. 
In her beauty, and her majesty, and grace. 

The moon by stars attended, on her pearly throne 

ascended. 
Is not more purely splendid than this fairy-girted queen ; 
And when l^r lips had spoken, 'mid the charmed silence 

broken, 
Tou'd think you had awoken in some bright Elysian 

scene; 
lor her ycnce than the lark*s was sweeter, that sings in 

joy between 

The heayens and the meadows green. 

it her cheeks — ah I what are roses ? What are clouds 

where eye reposes ? 
hat are hues that dawn discloses? to the bVoi^Vv^^ 

spreading there ; ' 

id what the sparkling motion of a star -wVvX^u >^% 
ac&uj. 



" Ah I Mortal, hearts have pa 

granted — 
1*0 see the halls enchanted of tl 
And yet no glimpse assuages 

rages 
In the hearts of hards and sage 

healed ; 
For this have pilgrims wanderi 

kneeled — 

For this, too, has b 

*' And now that thou beholdes 

oldest, 
What the bravest and the bo! 

scried — 
Wilt thou come and share oui 

thou*rt seeing, 
And flee, as we are fleeing, tli 

wide? 
Or along the silver ocean, or 

hide? 

And I, who am a < 

" — 111. , 



itix luteued to the epeakur, hU Iieurt gtew v 

b I laeauyry go leek her. tliat niaiilun hy the v .. _. 
■ Tho with terror and amazement it looking from b« 



I Where the biDiiwa at the basement of her nwlloJ 

■ At the moon, which itrueglea ouward lUroiiBh the 
pert, like the braye, 

Aud which aiuks wiiliiu t]u> clouds as in 
grave. 



I mudens will abhor ne — atid it's very painful 

'o tell how faithless Maurivc forgot his plighted v-n 
' hinks not of the breaking ol tlie htarl he lat« 

Be but IJsUna to her cpeaking, and but gaii'B uii 

d Mb heart has all consented, and his llpa are rt 

With the awful, and irrevocable vow. 

While the word is titere abiding, lo ! the crowd U 1 

dividing, 
And, with iweet and gentle gliding, in before him i^i 

It was the aame that fled him, and tliRt seemed su ni 

to dread him. 
When it down in triumph led him to Glengariff's grasqr 

When, from rock to rock desoDniUng, to sweet AUl 
WW drawn. 

As through Ceim-an.fkli he hunted i 
the dawn. 

T{io game chain is broken— no faitj t«V! wimi'wa^ 
^KwAwnac^ be hath awnkcni^^fflU^U^^^^H 



And the yellow eea-p 
the sea. 



The ran his gold is flinging, the ha 
And hells are gaily ringing along ( 
And crowds in many a galley to 

rally 
Of the maiden of the valley and tl 

eich; 
Old eyes with joy are weeping, at 

knee, 

A blessing, gentle Alice 



BALLADS 



ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE SUPERSTITIONS AND CUSTOMS 01 

IRELAND. 



THE FETCH. 

BT JOHN BANIM. 



\ln JnHxaSL, * Fefedh is fhe tupeniatttral/ac tbnile of some indiyidoal, 
^r^ch oomes to tamnre to iti mifdiMli a haeppy longerity, or Immediate 
<tt«ohition. If seen in fhe morning, fhe one evenf is predicted; if in 
the erenbig, fhe other.— Bahdi.] 



The mother died when the child was born, 

And left me her baby to keep ; 
I rocked its cradle the night and mom, 

Or, silent, hung o*er it to weep. 

Twas a sickly child through its infancy, 

Its cheeks were so ashy pale ; 
Till it broke from my arms to walk in glee. 

Out in the sharp, fresh gale. 

And then my little ;?irl grew strong, 

And laughed the boun away ; 
^^g me the merry lark's mountain «OTi%« 
n^hich he taught her at break of day. 



.. M<c Axwe, 1 tnoiight, nevei 

But rosy and rosier made it ; 

And her eye of blue did more I 
Through the bluebell that sti 

One evening I left her asleep in 
And walked through the moi 

I was far from my darling, ah I 
And I thought of her, and hei 

She darkened my path, like a tr 
In that solitude far and drear ; 

I spoke to my child 1 but she did 
To hearken with human ear. 

She only looked with a dead, dea 
And a wan, wan cheek of sorrc 

I knew her Fetch I — she was call( 
And she died upon the morrow 



2lt) Be4T)rJ3e.* 



.nd t!iB wlver moonbeams bathed her brow. 
But her cheek was ae cold and palB : 
"*■ Deanuidh's fleet foot is loitering now — 
Ab 1 whence is that ilreadful wail !" 



for wofully Bid was the thrilling el 
How bonie upon the breeze ; 

loil i( fell OD her brain like &ii icy 
And her heart's blood be){au to fi 



And itill as tl^e dfing pauses swept, 
In Ihar wailing sounds of fear. 

The iah$ and the plaitita of one that wept 
Rose ti/Ujf upon her i>ar. 



t wu the Beannse ! a<i'l ^he came to tell 

A tale of sorrow and deuth ; 
'or Dearmidh that night 'nenth a rir»l fell, 

Upon Mbin-tnor'a' dreuiy heath. 



Such unearthly toundi I" poor Erelecii w 
Their meaning eonid discover, 
tot won the morning sunbeams fell 
On her corse, beiiila her lover I 



BT J. J. CALl 



[This song Is snppofled to haYe been 
was forcibly detained in one of those f 
Ireland, and to which the good peop 
Under pretence of hushing her child to 
margin of the fort, and addressed the 1 
woman whom she saw at a short distan 
inform her husband of her condition, ) 
•ted knife to dissolve the enchantment 



Slbbp my child I /or the 
Stirr*d by the breath of 8 
And fairy songs of sweet* 
Aroond us gently float. 

Sleep ! for the weeping fit 
Their fragrant tears upon 
The Toice of love hath soc 
And thy pillow is a moth< 



Weary hath pass'd the tin 



Oh I tlion who heiLTeat this mng of fear, 
To the ■mniMr'i home these tidings bear. 
Bid him bring the knife of the magic blade, 
At vhoee L^ttoiiig flash Oie charm irill &de. 
Sleep my child I 

Hute I for to-morroir'B sun vill see 
The hatefiil spell renewed for me ; 
Not can I from tlint home depart, 
Till life shall leave my withering heart. 

Sleep my child 1 

Sleep my chihl 1 for the nistUag trees, 
Stirr'd by the bfeaih of siunnier breeze. 
And faiiy aangt of «we«teat oote, 
Around us gently float. 



THE BURIAL. 



. is cloudless imd still ; 

t tine Tale with the wild bloom of nnture ia gay, 
'the fat hills are breathing a sorrowful lay 1 

iiHndi on thfi ClairMaeh't sad chorda when tlicy 

» of the dead on the mourner's dark dream ! 
■way. far away, from gray distance it breaks, 
t known to the breast by tiie sadne *' ' ~ ' 

T lower, now louder, and longer it : 
t Eaintly it falls, and now fittn) ruti 

iwili} KMiia, Ibe death Bong U nea 



O^^ th^ .'°'!'' ^^ »' «^«°»». « 
ThL " '*'?*• *« '*"!• and the < 
They weep for the tearless, wh<ie 



THE O'MEIL 




ml«ion, and the tlflMtodf a d^^ *^ 



TheK were the Kmnds that on [l>e 
Of Urowen'* itartleil Karl uniae, 

Tbst bUnch'd his alter'J clieuk with fvur. 
And from Itii pillow cliat'd repose. 

la TRin iru clos'd his weary eye. 
In Tsin hia pra/er for peaceful ileep. 

Still bom kviewleastpirit uigh. 
Broke forth, in acceots bud uid deep : 

'■ Can ought of glory or renown, 
"To thee from Saxon titles spring? 

" Thy nune a kingdom uid a crown. 
"Tit^wen'i chieftain, UUtec's kingl 

■ Oft did thy eager yoathfut ear 

■■ Bend la the tale of Thomond's sbama, * 
" And. in thy pride of blood didet swear 

•■ To hold with life thy glorious name I 

'Yetthon illdet leare thy natiTc land, 
"For honours on a foreign ihnre. 

' And tOi sQbmissioD'a purchaa'd hrand, 
" Barter'd the name thy fiLthera bure 1 

' Wliere are those fathers' glorien gone ? 

■ ' The pride of ages that have been I 
'While tamely bows their traitor (oa. 

' ' The Tusal of a Saxon queen : 

' While itill within a daogeou's valla, 
" Ardmira's Tetler'd prince reclines, f 
Wliile I'Uaoile for her chieft^n calls. % 
*""""" '" " distant prison pines ; 



WM iditea una QirenrolBMi ^^anft 
irtte ot <r««a\. «<o \ra«^ 







" While from that corse, jet reeking wi 
" O'er bia own fields the life-itreann fl 

" Well mayst thon elart ! that mangled 
' ' Once waa thy friend, Mao Mahoo R 

" Porget'st thoQ that n resael came 
'* To Cineal's atrand, in gaudy pride, 

"Praughtwilh each store of valned nam 
" That oatnre gave or ait RuppUcdil 

■' No voice to bid the youth bewaret il 
■' Of hanqueta by the Soion ^rei 

" He tasted, and the treacherous m 

" Clos'd o'er the young OTtooaell'a ha 

" Hopeleea, desponding, BtlU be IJea, 
" No aid hiE griefo to soothe or end ; 

' ■ And oft in vain his languid eye* 
" Turn bright'ning on hi» fither'a 6ier 

' ' Who was that friend ?— a chief of po»i 
" The guardian of a kingdom's weal, 

"Tir-owen'a pride and Dlster'a fiowet, 
" A princt, a hero. The O'Nbhj, 1 

' ' He. at whose war-horn's potent blMt, 
" Twice twenty chiefe in battle tried, 

" Unsbeaih'd the sword in warlike baste 
" And rang'd their thousands oa bii ai 

"But DOW ho dreads the paths to tread, 
"That lead to houoDrs, power, and Sai 

" And stands, each nobler feeling dead, 
' ' Nameless, who own'd a mauarch'a ni 



' Shall AfJniir'a prinue for ever eroati, 
" And I'Maoile'B ehief stUl fetlet'd lie ? 

' None for Hoc Mahon's blood atone? 
>' Koi^bt cheer O'DotmeU's languid e^e ? 

■ To thee they tarn, on thee they rest : 
■'Iteteose tho chsin'd, reienge the dead, 

■ Or soon the halls tb; ures posaest, 
' ' Shall echo to a stranger'a tread 1 

' And !□ the tacied chair of stone, * 
" The baae No Gareloc f ebalt thou ice 

'■ Receive Ihe name, the potrer, the throne, 
'' Ttut QDCG was deal ai Ufe to thee I 

" Aiite 1 for on his native plaias 

'■ His Either's warriorB marshall'd round, — 
■' Olknm^ freed from Saion chains, 

" Shall BOOH the mgnal tcninpet sound : 

"And toon, thj sacred cause lo ud, 
" The brave O'Cabau, t " thy tall, 

" Shall brandiah high the flaming blade, 
'- That flUed tbe gioep of Cuie-na-gall : 

•■ Bdame thy name, in anna ariae, 
" Tea.F from thy breast the Saioa atar, 

" And let the coming midmgbt sbiea 
' ■ Be crinisoa'd with thy fcea of war 1 

" And bid around theecboiog land 
"The war.hora raiae tty vassal powers ; 

" And. once again, the Bloody Hood S 

" Wave on Duugannon's royal towers i" 




AKE OF THE i 




He we iKEiuUy present} 



Tbb dismal yew, mil cyprera taft' 

Wive o'er ihe churchjsrd lone. 
Where real our frieDda uid fatheRJ 

Beneath the fuuend Uaae. 
Uaveied in holy ground titej all 

Oh early lost I o'er thes 
No Borrowing friend atudl ever w< 

Nor stranger bend Ihe knee, 

Wo CurijAl _ 
Hoarse dsEhing rolls the s^t sea wki 
Over our periebed darling's grare — 






The winds the sullen deep that tore. 

His ileaih song chiLnted loud, 
The weeds that line the cliftad ahore 

Were all hia burial shrond. 
For friendly wail and holy dii;ge, 

And long lament of lore. 
Around hitn roared the angry surge. 

The curlew screamed aboT*, 

20oCurt)4! lama 
My grief would turn to rapture nor. . 
Might I but lunch that pallid brov. ^ 

The f Ireaiu-bofD bubbles soonest btoH 
Thai eajlieat left the source ; J 

Hilda earlieal blown are &ded Srtl, 
"i wonied w 




And llie lilvcr iDoonbeami bathed her brow. 

Bat her cheek wu as cold and pale : 
" UcKrinidli's fleet foot is Imteiing now — 

Ab I whencB ii lliat dreadful wail I" 



For wofully ud was the thrilliu); strain. 

Mgw borne npon the breeze ; 
And it fell on liec brain liliv an icy chniil, 

And her heart's blood began to fVecze, 



And >tiU as tiie d^'ing pauses swept, 
Id their wailing soanrls of fear, 

Tbe Bobe and the plaJntsof one that w 
Rose Badly npon her ear. 



It vai the Be^tinSc ' and ehe came to 

A tale of sorrow and death; 
Tot DEarmidh that night "oeath a riTal ft 

Upon Muin-aor'i' dreary heath. 



On her torse, beside her lofC 



Arose my K**?^X« tor xny h 
1 rushed, i ran,-- 



1-; 

.'.V 

r 

'1 =1 



I 1 



THE DOOM OF THE MIRKOB, 



Ijr AtR Judilh Lee— a woM pwr. 
Were steed and rider wear;, 
When, winding down from mooDtainj bare. 

Bf crag and taitneEB drenry, 
I flrfiC lielield her — where the path 



B7 the oak-abadowed wt.'ll ehe Btooil, 

Iler rounded arms upliRod, 
To iHnd the carts whose golden B001I 

Had from >t« flliets drifted,— 
Whilst stooping o'er the fount to fill 

Tbe mitic um beside her, 
Ber Hue to eTcning's beaat; still 

Imparting tseauty wider. 

She told roc of tlie road I missed — 

Gave me to drinb — and even. 
At parting, waved the liand she kissed, 

Wbite at a, star in heaven : 
Bat niBer imikd — though prompt unil war 

I paid, In duteous phraie^. 
Tlie tribute that so fair a. furtu 

From minstrel ever raises. 

The gladnett mximmrfd tolitr cVtc'K, 
-^^i^ded oot ill rosea- 
^B^M^AiDora will n 
^^^^^Uer eye reposca. 



In Yain, with venial art, 
^•^e springs of that afl 

I hinted of my cro/i—K 
For omen and predwt 

In vain assuming mystic 
Her fortune to di8C0V( 

I guessed its golden itei 
And closed them witl 

It failed for once— that 
. . . ;• A mwden's brow to I 

. . ' \ The cloud withm her sc 

Refused to flash or U 

She felt and thanked ti 
Beneath whose famt 

I would have prompted 
With accents sympa 

But no— she swd (the 

A summer-wave ree 

Outsparkling from soi 



> ■ . 

. . ■'■'; 



- . , .'I 

!■.'■' , 

: ■ ^1 

■ ! I. ■• 1 



1 , . 



I. 



I". I' 1(1 

! •-. ■ i; 



i'i^<i;rl 



Willi breeze-M^eed locks and glciuiiog (vet, 

AnJ ilore of ik'Uiler pitchers, 
O'er Ihe dim lawni, like mailing fawne, 

Come the foir W«t«r-reli:htra -, 
And tliere, while roimJ lliat well's gray out 

Clutter'd the sudden glory. 
Fair Judith I^e, from tnii'eleis lips 

I h«utl tliy lituple slorj. 

Of Immble lot— the leg:eDds wild 

Bvlieied by that condition. 
Had mingled with her ipirit mild 

Their bauDting aupentition. 
Which grew to grief, when o'er her youili 

The doom descended, ipoken 
On tboae who see bcoeHlli ibtir touch 

The fHIal Uirror broken. 

And 10, froQi life Bequestreil , 
With dim forebodings brooding o'er 

The ebsfled fate Ihat festered 
De«i in the white depths of her soul, 

"Hie patient girl awaited 
lU'i viewleaa train — her days to pain 

And duty consecrated. 

At times the deemed the coming woe 

Through others' hearts would reach Irt, 
Till every lie that twined her low, 

Upon the lap of Nature 
Her once-loved head unwatched, unknown 

Should link in meek dejection, 
Biubed as some Quiet earned in stone 

AtoTe eoWmbed affection, 

«Wcif«Ae3 With cold r 



So pined that gracious for 

Her bhss-fraught life ud 
A breeze-harp whose divii 

On lonely winds is wast 
And such the tale to me c( 

In laughing tones or low 
As still that rosy crowd Wi 

By mirth or melancholy. 

I've seen since then the ch 

Where Judith Lee lies si 
The wild ash loves it, and 

Through emerald mosses 
For that lost maiden ever t 

A low sweet mass is sing 
While all around, like nun 

Pale water-flowers are sp 

Poor Girl 1— I've thought, j 

I drank the sunset's glorj 

Thy tale to meditative mini 
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THE FAIRY NURSE. 

BT BDWABD WALSH. 

liik£^Jli'^l'P°Mdtobe]edintotiie fidiy fort of Lisroe, when aha 

f^^ineba, wbo Iwd died abonl a wmk before, laid in » rich 

iSti^ I foong irooum ihiKtaig as she rocks him to steep. The 

^"J'^otiMsdirbeflierttiero be any meaning in the refrain 

JMmTJ^ ^^ ^ I" ▼U<^ 1m has introdnced after erenr line. 

fc>f.**ei»Bo Dictionary of the foiry langnage yet pnbliAed, I 

liSyte Mtiify myself (Mr the public on that point. I have taken 

**VtoMnlt it, except at the end of each stansa.] 

^Ut babe 1 a golden cradle holds thee, 
^ toft the snow-white fleece enfolds thee ; 
^aiiy bower I'll watch thy sleeping, 
Wbere branchy trees to the breeze are sweeping. 
Shuheen sho. lulo lo 1 

^en mothers lang^sh broken-hearted, 
When young wives are from husbands parted. 
Ah I little think the keeners lonely. 
They weep some time-worn fairy only. 

Shuheen sho, lulo k> !' 

Within our magic halls of brightness. 
Trips many a foot of snowy wliiteness ; 
Stolen mudens, queens of fairy — 

And kings and chiefs a SlW43 S|4* airy. 

Shuheeu shu, lulo lu ! 

Rest thee, babe ! I love thee dearly. 
And as thy mortal mother nearly ; 
Ours is the swiftest steed and proudest. 
That moves where the tramp of the host is loudest. 

Shuheen sho, lulo lo I 

Rest thee, babe 1 for soon thy slumbers 
Shall flee at the magic Coet Sl4's f numbers ; 
111 airy bower 1*11 watch thy sleepiug. 
Where bninchy trees to tlic breeze ate «HRft^\C\\\'j;. 

S?juheen alio, lu\oVo\ 

«A Mhcc ~ A FHhy host. ^ K oelaYvVc'*- -V au v ^\^^^^« 



_' There's a weary ir»j befop 

■Across the monnlim iwiftly i 

For ihe storm 1* gathering 

Away, away, the harieman r 
His hounding steed"* dark I 

Seeni'd o'er the soft black mo 
A spirit al the storm ! 

Now, rolling in the troubled i 
The thunder's loudly craslt 

And thrnogh the dark clouds, 
The moon'a pale light is fla 

la sheets cf foam tlie moantai 
Coinef roaring doim the gU 

On llie steep bank one moniei 
Tlie horse an a rider then. 



desperate bound the conr 
And plunged into the itreai 
" snortine. stpmm'd tlio iw. 



"BiB cloadg ftcrosi the inooii'a dim Ibnn 

Are liul uld faiUr lalling, 
And BOundE are heanl on Ibe evecpiug tlonn. 

Of wild unwirthij- wailing. 

At flnt loir moanings seem*tl lu Jie 

Awty, and fitintty luiguiah ; 
Then iwell into the pieiving cry 

Of deep, heart -bureling aiiguiah. 

BeDOUti aa oak, whose branches bare 

Were crsBhiog in the storm, 
With wriogiBg hands and Btii:^imiDg hair. 

There tat a female form. 

To pass that onk in Tain lie tried ; 

ffi» steed refos'd lo aiir, 
Though furious 'gainflt liia pantinu jiile 

Wao eCruck the bloudj' timr. 

The mooD. by driving clouds o'eruut. 

Wilbbald its fitful gleam ; 
And louder than the tempest blast 

Was heard the beatjnSe's Bt;n.-aTii. 

And, when the moon uuTeiled oui'e iitorb. 

And ehow'd her pslj light, 
Tlien naught vai seen mve ihe liritiii^licn lioar 

Of the uak-tree'e blmled uiighi. 

"niat ihrieking form bad vsni.~hL'il 

From out that lonely plai» ; 
And. like a dreamy vision, XliI. 

Nor left one ungle trace. 

S»rl tiamoni! gaz'd — liis Ihishh . 
Witbgriefund aitd fiiroYwduv 
f»™ on hw Dory w«y hf li _ 



Beneatii hii wearied courser 
The trembling drawbridgi 

Ani! Desmond sees hia oh-q | 
But ilarlnieBfl o'er it lisngi 

He pasa'd bene«th the gloom 
No guiciing tapers bum ; 

No Taseals in the ooart-yard 
To weloume hli return. 

The hearth U cold in the Ion 
No banquet decks the boai 

Nopage Btiinds ready at the 
To 'tend hifl wearied lord. 

But aU within ie dark and di 
Kb rights or aounii ofglai 



rhen slowly Bwell'd tbe keen 



Tiffi BKIDAL WAKE, 



The prirat stood at the marrinso boara, 

The marriage cuke was made. 
With meat the marriage chest was Etore4> 

Beclied iras the mamsge bed . 
The aid man eat beiide the See, 

The mother ut hj him, 
The wMte bride w»s in gay attire, 
But her dark e;e wa» dim. 

Ulnlah ! Ululali I 
The night falls quick, the son i9 set, 
Her love is on the water jet, 
I «aw a red cloud in the west, 
AgninBt the morning light. 
Heaven shield the jouth that ehe lotea bett 

From evil chance to-night. 
The door Bingi wide 1 loud moana the gnle. 

Wild ftar her Ixisom fills. 

It ii, it i« the Banshee's wail '. 

Over the darkened hillg. 

TJlulah! Ululahl 
The daj it past ! thu night is dark ! 
The waves are monndng round hia bark. 
The guests sit round the bridal bed, 

And break the bridal cake ; 
But tliey Bit by the dead man's head, 
And hold his wedding wake. 
' The bride is praying in her room, 
Ttie plux is silent all I 
A tWful call '. a sudden doom 1 
Bridal and funeral, 

Ululahl C\aWQ\ 
A jroath to KiMeheras' * ta'en, 
MiM never wm reiurn aguit. 



•r»,, 



a churcliyaril n 



BY CROFTON CROI 

Maidens, sing no more in $ 
To your merry spinning v 

Join the keener's voice of sa 
Peel for what a mother fe< 

See the space within my dw 
'Tis the cold, hlank space 

'Twas the beAIJTJSe^'st voic 
Slowly o'er the midnight 1 

Keeners, let your song not i 
He was as the hawthorn t 

Ijowly at the Virgin's altar 
WUl his mother kneel in ] 

Prayer is good to calm the i 
When the C401t)e is swe< 

Death, though mortal flesh : 
Why shoiUd age lament tl 



IHSTORICAL BALLADS. 



' TugffYiBHai WM King 



■dlteMoaD 



0(tt]« Bulf Rcigii at ElDg Olnf, inmuiud Tijsgliiniiii.] 
lObiF. BarildHaadiigcr'«heir, at lost had iviicheil 

the Throne. 
gh tut mother bore him in the wiLds bf a 

Ikkdet lone ,- 

^ jDiui^ a land aod daaset to Ub i\ii\A ^^1£>l^ 
kmlpait. 



Ilia banner bore two raTenfl gnm— uib 

vitb gold — 
The King's ship and Uie King liJoise 

beliold. 

: [nf Iho SoQ-Klng'B nmoiicr ol 
King 01»f was ft ro»e( true, bis 

Tlie Blue-aea wna liin royal bftth, bM 

taina dnrk ; 
The red Sun woke him in tlie moni, 

sofnr, 
Tlie Untired Courier of his way was 

Star. 
It aeemed »b thougli the very wio' 

UdeB> and wavet, 
lake the tea-aide Bmittu and vikingi, 

Ok FrenuoT wiu a Pilot old, of bron: 

A Man, aibtsit wlio <reU loved Hfe, 

Wlui liulp liiww of Crowni or CoOTti 



(KCan owleU. from the cavcmM aha 

fcftill tide slomben by tba cliffe luweftry of l[i 

> gOttt-het^H HnO Ilii'ir Sucks repose upon the Dplaiiil 

I seK-bing slowly wnlka the shore unto Ins instJiicU 
me, 
p and dowu theTallej^'dUnddimbethhueorasir 

M u morning mist ascenils, or falls tlie erenlng 



'T) 



Xqw looking 10 land, and n 

7am the funC tkue of the mom glean 

■omeBaLy ; 
1 noble herd of captured kine rank round it 



.0 Ka, the Kins oaUced 

n the d«rk. 

ti ebb^ried 
beat3f. 
tfaa g^ley* ^t received them in, when lo 1 with eager 

1 CSom^comeB heaiUong tnm the hills, begging IiIg oxen 

\ tiro white-tboCed hcil^, from the SoT'ran of the 
_ Sea. 
I fanrried prayer tho Sing allowed at Boon u it he 

■ wolf-bonnd of tbe danntlcsa herd, obedient to hia 

i and dnvea apart liLs five from the many- 
Mllard. 

OMUi to imrehw Hu- rFiininri -log, wtu LuUm Kta 
him wiUiBComJlWonl 

f OcBo, King of Men t" mwrretiitig, iXve 
|*_fAee PeaMDt for thy dog, itn tWeT*. -A 



More wonderea tne nerce jragan si 

Bay, 
And mused he for a moment, as wa 
If that he should not carry hoi 

away. 

[King Olaf taketh the Vow, and saileth fron 
The Sea-Eing to the clown made y< 

placed 
An olden ring, the sceptred hand • 

graced. 
And round his neck he flung achai 

tibe mine. 
Which, ere another moon, was lai 

shrine. 
Then with his dog he left the shoi 

the blast; 
Poop ** Vig'* hath howled a moumf 

shore as they past. 
Now brighter beamed the sunrise, 

tide; 
Away, away to the Scottish shore 



t a ra^ttic viuil bean the evil une, unliannerl. ft 

^ fnini tlic licet. 

rl TluircT tu the land retreati, (he flen.'e King futlow 

Jing the Tniitors' competT, who Hat luiil Itir doth 



> distance took it up, ajid uuwcred with a jeer. 

[Itianr lUoit tiuicherduilf kUleth lUe KlDg't Dog,] 

B Wolf-Dog then the Monareh loosed, the Trailol 

tT«nilil«l eore, 

hold* him on the forest's verge, tlie King speeita 

from the shore. 

iiibled ;et more the Caitiff', to think what he should 

l^drew his glaive, and with a Mow, pierced his captor 
tbrough ; 
when the King came to the place, Ida noble dog ky 

mouth ibamy white, and Ida wliite breast crimson 
red. 

sc upon you, Thorer" — 'twas from the hearti 

IB giiersd King this ban burst out bedde the to 

e Traitor vanished Utto tlie vrooda, and nevei 



liDogun 






cainu riae by Ocontlieini-Qord. with two 
none* hard by, 

' '"'I Ituuie ciiiiract^Ts, pUm Ui -i^MiVW 



" Llla'ally. a tiEui. 



^ ^mmy pome J 

wreck, 
With a forked tongue in the en 

scaly neck. 
And some late sailing scalds hi 

shore side grey 
They have often heard a kindly ^ 

echoing bay, 
And some have seen the Traitor 

ning away. 



C)oni) Cl)oii]i4 

LANKMTATION OF MXCJAXQ FOR KI 

nUKaULTBD FBOX TBI 

BT JAMES CLABBNCB 

fThia poem la aacribed to the celebrated ] 
ef me reaowned monarch Briim Born, -wtin 
the battle of Clonfaw- *- - - 



CHi, vTierc, Kiocora '. are Uiy mlorout lordg ? 
Oh, whither, thou Hospitable 1 are ti«y gone ^ 
lb, vhere are tiie DalcassiasB of tlio golilcu ivordB f4 
And trhero ore the waniora Brian led on ? 

Where, oil, lUiicora? 

And where U Morogh, the dcsceniJaat of khjgs; 
ThB defealer of a liundred — the daringly briiyB — 
rho «etbut Blight store by jeirels and rings: 
Who «<ram down the torrent and laughed at iti 
Where, oh, Kiocorai 

And where i* Donogli, King Brian 'b eon ? 
And where » Couaing, tliu beautiful chief? 
Ad Kian and Coru ? Alas I tbey are gone -, 
They have left ma Hub night alone with my gr 
Left me, Kinnira 1 

And where ore Uia chiefs viUi whom Brian went lb 
The never-Tanquiahed lonB of Erin the brave, 

Tbc great King of Onaghl, renowuei) for hia worth, 
* 1 the lllWla of Baskiun from the western wave' 
Where, oh, Kincora? 

IHi. where u Duvlann of the Swift-footed SteedE? 

And where ia Eian, who was son of MoUoj ? 
And where is King Lonergao, the fame of whore dee< 

In the red battle-fietd no lime can destroy ? 

Where, oh, Kinuora? 



And where is that youth of majestic heiglit. 

The &ith-keeping Prince of the Scotn ? Sven he, . 
it wide ai hii nmo was, as great ta was liis might, 

¥*• Iribntaiy, oh Kincora. lo thee ! 

Thee, uh, BoDCor&l 



uii« never again will Princes apx)es 
To rival the Dalcassians of the C 

I can never dream of meeting afar 
In the east or the west, such hen 

Never, 

Oh, dear are the images my memor 
Of Brian Bom I — how he never v 

To give me at the hanqnet the first 
Ah ! why did he heap on me honi 

Why, < 

I am Mac Liag, and my home is on 1 
Thither often, to that {udace whoe 

Came Brian, to ask me, and I went 
Ohy my grief! that I should live. 

Dead, ( 



THB DEATH ni? Trrxm 



•%r « j^-*"* 



nsfilT ificutis. 



|a aid? ™ve 



p ere of St. Bunholomevr off CliiUi's thore wc 

ftlie importuneEl Sc:alil hcgan hiB tale of woe,) 
knil; round our Beet fell tlio August cvcuiiig 

fdlj the Buneet winds did lilow. 

Monarch tlien — deeii curt was on 




H venul west our eTrand.nK^n liad goue^ 
1, the ally orilie King. 
Ighter lato was wed to Earl Sigurd, lii9 bo 
le bridegroooi to brini;, 

Elnight in the firmiunent, ten thousand at 
there, 
the dnrkwme sea looked up other ten, 
|i<Je our MODUcli, be whb Bleejilesa, and tbc c 
I brow bad grown gluomier then. 



n awaking bright its boBming lustre ihcd, 
b Clinch rnae the King duwly up. 
:, whut! — thou .twake! I moat l&ndvi urd ^q.' 




4 



-. — "... ni nij Hsceniiii 
er kinglj master led— 

^i my ears caioh the ecPioe 






"Two houn luu) I 
Btrand, 

IaUmbdtheBe,lw«(in,ou„tain, 
"here, in Booth, I«aw»tigii 

"■*■ "iuter-rocks ail jagged l. 

,f.'?°d^,''^W>'>l'03t of spears, 
As the winter nrasmg Jown da 
vines. 
So our pen sought tlie ehcffe * 



"Theai 



Held 






intervals 



Ofct Norway, Norway, wilt Ihou ever more behcW 
A King, liLe thy last, in worlli ? 
Wtton heart feared not tbc vorld— trhase handa « 
full of eold. 
For the namberleu Seal Js of tlic Nortli . 

All I well do I remembcT Iiow he iwept tlic west 

like the wind in its wintry mood— 
Bow he reaj^ yonng Sigurd's throne upon tlio Orcjuk^. 
And Ihc IbIw of the South subdued — 

In bis galley o'er Cintire, how 

How Mono in a week he 
1. how Chester's Eul 
'Oh 1 Norway, that 




CLOiB bemm'd by foes, in Ulster hills, witliin his a 
pent. 



I countiie Sk JAvft TStQjwawBi 






Then grieved full sore that noble 

tidings heard. 
And deep a vow he made, wi 

word — 
That, aid him Heaven and go< 

vengence should await 
The knaves who did De Cource; 

him to this strait. 

And a goodly sight it was, o*er i 

plain, 
To see the bold Sir Tristram pass 

train: 
For thirty knights came with hin 

of his blood. 
And seven score spears and ten 

and good. 

And clasping close, with sturdy a 

by the waist. 
Behind each flnn-fivA*^ .«jji- " 



Ulil wide M eye could reacli, > mighty host irua 

IrUb bcraca and gaUowgluss, with hobbelcn be- 

ipnnidly vaving in Ihc front fierce Cnthal'e itimdani 
flies. 

maoy more ur Cunnaught's chiefs, and Dcamond'a 
tribes likewiae. 

to a knight Sir TrUtriim apake, with fearless eye 
and brow, 
Huguliu, advanec my ftug, and do Uiis errand 

Beck the leader of yon host, and greet him iair 

kOl, why Uiu8, with urmcd men, he blocks my 
pBStagc &ee ?" 

I itont Sir HugoUn prick'd forth, upon his gallant 

banner In his good right hand, and thus alood did 

<! Iriih chiefs I Sir Armor TrietrUim greets ye fair, 

by me. 
Uda mo ask, wlty thus iu urms ye block his pPJ- 



it^ Qercc CathnJ io the front, his cliieftains 
ttsnding nigti: 
and itranger, lake unr answur bjLck, and this out 

'^rei are g^unt for hiuk of food— our eaglei 

phia away, 

o fiat them with your Qesli, lol ve (lap you 

here this day I" 

.gramerry (or the llioiiiilaV" tatoiSlX 



Then turned his horse, and 

little band 
That, halted on the hill, in firm 
When told his tale, then divei 

sel take, 
H«w best they could their pe: 

Teranoe make. 

** Against sncii odds, aU humt 

they cried ; 
**And better 'twere at once 

thicket ride." 
When, high o'er all. Sir TristraE 

and free: — 
"Let all depart who fear to fig 

me; 

" For neter yet shall mortal say 
Or brought him into danger's | 

my steed 1 
And, come what will, whatever b< 

matr 



iUti gBQUg on Uh! noble bcut, riglit mouiiifuU; III 

.'* Thio' msnr K bloody field tbou baM borne u 

sod wall, 

r knight, bad truer frieatl thin Ihou, fleet 



*' When wounded Bore, and left for dead, on tiu Knock- 

gars'B plain, 
Ko Mendl/ aid or Tawal near— yet, tbou did'tt atiU 

Clfwe to thy oiisteT there thou nuidoat Ihj rough aod 

fearful bcsl, 
And on thr aide. tJut night. 1117 iteed, I laid my aching 

!t Dov, my gallant horec. we part 1 thy proud career 

never eliolt thou bound beneath an armed rider 

He tpoke, and kist the blade — tlien pierced liis cburgei'a 

.And madly plunging in tlie air, the noble conrwi 
died) 

XliBB erwy hoTMcian in hi* band, dismoiuitlng, did 

thoume, 
And in tliat company no steed alive was left, but twain 1 
On gos there rode De Couicey's squire, who came from 

Ukter wild ; 
Vom Ibe Dlliei young Oswald eaU, Sir Tristram's 1 

diild. 



ram 1 talf iJ 
nhiiejJ 



The father kist his sod, then spake, while tc 

lids mi : 
"Good Eamo, take my boy. tudcDoi vittvlumtn^aa:- 

On, watcb fruin ilience. IjM ai\ ia tiw, *«».'m^ 
wan? Lnate in flight. 



* I 



quarry set, 
The Irish kernes came fiercely 
they met. 

Then rose the roar of battle loud 

— the cry I 
The clank of ringing steel, the g 

who die ; 
Yet onward still the Norman ba 

tlieir way, 
As move the mowers o*er the sw 

day. 

• 

For round them there, like shorn j 

dreds bleed ; 
Yet, fast as e'er they fall, each sii 

succeed 
With naked breasts, undaunted mc 

clad men. 
And sturdily, with axe and skeii 

again. 
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len sharp an arrow firom the foe, pierc'd right thro' 

hislffam, 
d sank the gallant knight a corpse upon the bloody 

plain. 

sn ikiled the fight, for gathering round his lifeless 

body there, 
5 remnant of *his gallant band fought fiercely in de. 

spair; 
d one by one they wounded fell — ^yet with their latest 

breath, 
ar Norman war-cry shouted bold — then sank in silent 

death. 

d thus Sir Tristram died; than whom no mortal 

knight could be 
re braye in list or battle-field, — ^in banquet-hall more 

free; 
) flower of noble courtesy — of Norman peers the 

pride; 
not in Christendom's wide realms can be his loss 

supplied. 

tidings these to tell, in far Downpatrick*s lofty 

towers, 
1 sadder news to bear to lone Ivora*s silent bowers ; 
shout ye not, ye Irish kernes — good cause hare ye 

tome; 
a bloody fight and stern wa^ the battle of Ct)OC 



Then I rair thronea, 
&nd turcliag fires. 
And a dome rose neu me, as by » spell, 
'Thence flowed the toDea 
Of iilfet lyre. 
And many voice, in iireBthcd (well ; 
And their thrilling chime 
Fell on mioe ears 
At the heavenly liymn of nn angeUbaud^- 



I sought the ball, 
And, behuM I — a change 
^m light to darkness, liom ju/ to »oe ! • 
EingB, uableB, oil. 

Looked aghast and strange j 
The minitrek-gronp sate Id dumbest show ! 
Bad some great crime 
Wrought thia dread amaze. 
ThLi terror ? Sone seemed to undcritand I 
Twns tliea the time, 
We vere in the days, 
Of C£hal M6r of the Wine-rt-d UanJ. 

I again walked Torth ; 
But Id I thoky 
Showed fleckt with blood, and *a liiai ana 

Glared from tlie north, 
And there etood on high. 
Amid bis ebora beam., a skeleton 1 ' 



-^m«,U ./ ,^ F,Mr Ma»Mr», A,!*.""!*- ^ 



Of CWial Mor oi vuc 



ff XMJLX*- 



BATTLE OF CRE 

A.D. 1257. 
BY EDWAED Wi 

FA brfflftnt battle was fought Ijy Geoffre; 
ndi; wSnrt the Lord Justice of IieLmd^ 1 
CdXof Connaught, at Credran Cffle. . 
StSy, north of SUgo, in def^<» o^^^ 
SSK)nflict took place, in wMch ho^ 
SJed and the strength of both sides exha 
Sii mSSXed thSr g«>nnd,»nd comp 
foVceftathe engagement, and defeat^ tbi 
SISffiS Mmsetf was severely wounded, ha 

each other.— -Annoto qf 1M Fowr Motten, 



igh Inii-Mac-Dorin," through Derry's lini-lc 

>r of lempcala. Slrabh-sneu^lit of the lakes. 
in of dark apcUt. Loch-Suilcoch's rich |>]ci>, 
'm rush wild U tlie var-sliuut otineii ! 

I why thnmgh Tir-ChonaiU, from Cuil-dubli'B dark 
— ep. 

'st sreen border the fierce niasses BTreep, 
g torrents o'er-leapiog their own river shore, 
« red sw of tmlUe to mingle their roar? 

•a tax soulhword, and neek for reply 
e binze of thu bamlels glares red im the slcy — 
e the ihriek* of the hopeless rise high to the 
God. 
« tbe foot of the Soagannch spoiler has trod I 



) Ssxoa liath gslher'd on Credrui's far heights, 
BTores of long Unties, the flower of his knights — 
KWfill crOBB-boHiuen. whose long iron hail 
is, through Cota § uiil Scialti, the bare heart of the 
Gael! 

I lotig lance is brittle — the mailed ranks reel 

the Gall-Oglach'a axe hews the harness of atecl ( 
Tier to its aim in the breast of a foenian, 
[ikeof akem than the shaft ornhowman. 







. .he wild billowl-flHiV 

Met glorious Cian CUooaiU ttas Se 
As tbe imth of the cloada &u 

ChoDaiU, 
nil the Soxoa l»j etrevn 'ueatt 

uell! 

One Timior alone holds tlie wide 

With Itarbed bluck chkrger [md lo 
Orlm, saVB^, and gnr; he meets 
Hia broad sJiidld up-liiling and cs 

Then fwth to the ntn of that flert 
Gode a, chieftain of tall epear and 
IDs bracca,f and geochsl, and coc 
And war-hurse's hausings, were r 

Say who ia this chief »purriDg for' 
Tlie wave of whose spear holds yo 
And be who standi ecoming the t 
An anaj of woIyes over ihepbwd 



1 1^ Mb aiiioa, breve Geom^; UlXiniieU 
hla's firm prop is tlie pronil race of Conull),* 
rioe FitxK^nld. the scoraer otdtager, 
ge dT the Gael, and the strength of the Btraager. 

Dch'd spew Iiath torn through tor^ and mull— 
ich'd lance hath borne to hit crupper the Gael — 
eda driven liiwkwardB all helplCHslj rce! ; 
lance that lies broken Imth blood uii its stcell 

w fierce (yDonnell, thy bnttlcaxe wieM— 
•d-nrotd i> shiver'd, and cloven the eliield, 
D gteel iweepa giin^ng through proud crest and 

dlah bat^ triumph'd — the Saxon a ilown I 



TEE BATTLE OF AEDNOCHER. 



tiTB, WGooEbcpitn gave a great omrtbnfw t 







Ill' hi-utlicr, on the ude ti 

■itlior by tlie liRlit of the mi 

)riiii)iiil with a liiwtiDff lie c 
'1 uilli linviu nml flatite, 
k, iiiir u»ni blndr to feetl on, 
i; Liiiil. liglA we to DiinbiwdML 

op;1ii'i^n, tlic high prince of Ib> 

L Croglian, and O'DempETi JD 

c chiiiilcti, ns (lash'd in with Ibcir 

n (Tlira, O'Mulloy from the ^ 

iter whi'TC tlie foDr1H>6irirt "lA 
^htvticil, and liia Bpiirs doiet ut, 
laslics all their red burnings hidt, 
<l ashes fast tlic reivi^ra we Xnd- 



T 




□Qt WB8 tlie Soion wba hU eadillc-tn 

h'd thn>' their bonemen till llisy rcvL il train 

tpe&rs. like dry twigs, witli our aies ve brake, 

ilnnder we found them, our fleet g 

hnlice ntul cruet the? hwlsuatfh'd fromlj 



I there ii weeping and wstchingi in viu(i.-4 

ail D' Alton, can ye reckon your slain ? 1 

inr cMeftAiu, fierce Naugle? Has DeNetter- 

■.Bed? 

fllingar eoglea, whom their 



nidnight Uie Shannon, beard the wolf ii 
fle to Moyiaahul on a foray again I 



3tid)i]r)C ^DjoI* ako ELIZA: 



rrhe tODimlng »«»m( or 3ttAintie <a)dOl fe, t, 

ConndBn-. TnmslUlon q[ Oio '■ Annidi of tbe Fmr M> 
M7iUUainpll(dfroi]i ArtldulnUw JMMcvta Ai» 
Pasta^tflt^sttd, tnA other Uiihotiaem. 

nurried to O'Kklieilf , Cliiotof We* Cennsnghli a^ 



partly Ihr oommercUl pnipoae^ but cbiBQr Id v^f^- 
youUL, fmiuantl; BCCompaiUeA her fithec on tiieu b 
niter hli death, lier linHliiir biUiif ■ miDor, she took i 

lilUona: her ctiiBf rsndsnragii wu at Clan Inlud, « 
MbTB. wbeniihekqpt lior large 'dbbIji moored, andhiii 
Bbe had lici Hoall fflaft al Caiirfgiilicwl}' t CiUls flnUie 1 



lie mined valla Uiroasb vtdc 



taka Ibi Caatle of Canlgahc 



ma pnelalmal, and £Si 



u 



nlsbi, tliOT nre fixnd to min. iHlng Oafeat^bv Oc 
awllnrmsi. Theaa ntplollanrB penbrmad ti[r rur1 
tier mairtaae vltli O'Flahsrtf , bat i^lsr hhi death, aw 
wIEh Bli iScliHd Barke, Bbo became reconcDed to tl 

fir bar ierrlce» It la taii that (joeea EUaaboh WAito 
InTllatUia la On court. In KiDSB^gsBM of which Oras 



t C<i|iii«icc-4-Uile. to«ott-»™j| 



maUil coaipntlnaw boHi in EdeILiIi ami Irlih, har nun 



■id tqr Hie oilitanteJ Je 



, ,, „ , HcdledtiydMliMiThitKiUI- 

I.' rigndfrtnl TboMnU at (bs Shipi, from tlis ctreurailuHdriill 
Kd an lUp^lHMid. ud EU> Btr ThaoluM Bofke ■*> enUed 

rdl-taiDwn alTCBmstaiieo of hv airjtiag aft Ihfi toiidb beLr or 

ftB^ In harbur tbA CiflI[B B^ta cLtHCd durlBf dliiDBT tUne, fK- 
pn HT ntum Qmn Ea^luid. 

i O'HallC]' liM bMn Ions lamaa u lul TclJih heroins In tli« m- 

HC, Hill A 11, 

M atendi & tovrer by the AtLmtic side — 
pKj old tower, b; ■tomu uid Bea-wiivee 
^ on > cli9' beneath it, yawneth ttlde 
B(^ c&Tern — of yore, a fit retreat 
'pintlea' galleys; altlio' no*-, joull meet J 
ht tmt the seal and wild gull ; froni tlist ^ 
Inndied Meps doth opwanlB lead your ' 
K koeiy chBOiber 1— bold anJ brave 
Who cWba that stair, all slippery from 6 

piere on an eieninjt. In the weit, 

lid tbe waters, Bank the aotting «uu i 

I clooda, like parting frictidE!. al>out him 

d in their fleecy garbs, of gold and dun ; 

a silence waa around me — nave the hum 

t looe wild bee, or the curlew's cry, 

d lo I npoa me did a viuon come, 

r who built Dial tower, In dnja %oftc\s^ ■, 

In tbu dream, behold*. \ bkv &V^M«%Na!£k- 



aiiftding a chair ofst^^''„^^"F'-^ 
Tj„.j ■ u^™''P'i^'«ct>unsellora with 



I not her garb that isuf^ht the gazcra' eje— 
t Btrango, 'twas rich, and after iU ruhion, good — 
!ie wild gTAiidear of lier mien — erect and higb. 
bre the English Queen ehe dauntless stood, 

her bearing there could scuro as rude ; 

well used to power— a« one that liath 

over man of savage mood, 
iateA the tempest in ita midnight wrath, 
""""' oppoaing billow* daft her fearicsa path. 



courteous greeting Elizabeth then pny., 
d bids her wetcome to her English land 
tunable haU. £aeh look with ciuious gaze 
en the other'* bee, and felt the; stand 
spirit like their own. ller hand 
_er raised — And pointiag where all pale. 
tJie high caeement, came the sunlight bland, 
^r-ig ^e tcene and group with rich avail ; 

, to tlic English Sov'reign, ipoko proud ST^-lf 'll'^ 

cn of the Saxons I trom the •listaiil west 
me ; from Aehlll steep and Islsjid Clare ; 
I the wild eagle builds, 'mid duuds, lili nest, 
I ocean flings it« billows in the ur. 
^^me to greet you in your ilwellmg fair. 
^ your fame— ^lone sitting in my cavu, 
^^ B-bcat Doona — it hath reached me there. 
of the minstrel's song ; and then I gave 
lley to the wind, and crossed the dark green 



Alike to me, the mountain aj 
The castle's rampart or the gall 
But thou my country spare — y( 

Thus brief and bold, outspake 

And all stood silent thro* tha 
While proudly glared each wile 

Attendant on their mistress. 

Elizabetli replies, and sootlui 
Her words, and pleasing to the 

Fair promises— that she wou 
Her evil servants. Were thew 
That promise kept ? Let Erin 

And such my dream, by distai 
Where Clare's tall cliffs opp 

Lone Isle of storms ! tho' yeai 
Since first in boyhood s pnn 
And thus amid thy towers I 

Yet thou art fresh before me ! 
Wliere srlides, 'mid verdant 



THE DEATH OF SCIIDMBEKG. 



BTlA Seboobern, or Sehnmborg, tint dDVDiiiiHd bl 



under rov'd from every lieiglit, and eArth was 

ed with sUugbter. — 

DTD an aged chitfUin etood spurt £nim muslerini; 

vm a beight that crown'd tbe flood, lorreyed 
load BriD'e lands. 

d upon his Birord'hill leant, hii war-hone stood 
^ Mde, 
iously his eye* were beat Bcmsa the rolling tide : 
;Iitofwhiit aubangefulfale liad borne liiui&oin 

ftown'd his fiithcr'B cuatle-galc,* liigh o'er tlic 
Lbeniih stnuid, 

te'd Iwfore liia opeuiug vievr a roaltn where 
tnuigen bled, 

a leader, ecatuely knuw the tongue of those 



To where the snowB cf eighty yen 

stand. 
And fetin the din was in his eftn, 

hand! 
He turn*d him to (iiturity, heyond 
BkI then a shadow from on high h 

shun; — 

And through the darkness of the c 

)[)faetic glance 
Beheld, with winding-sheet and «l 

^vanoe: 
He qiiail*d not, as he felt him near 
But, Aashiag off one rising tear, *tii 

spoke: 



" God of my fathers ! death is nigl 
ody«d — 



r._ fl- 



aid: bte griuiCeil half !iu prajcr. Hi« tUed t 

fCnight bestrode, 

_ _ (Ml, H on the routed rear of J&mc«'« lioal lie rodK' 

D tle^w in ■ uitbcdral'B gloom. * uuonget Ihc migh^. 

nd freqonjt, o'er Lis ludlov'd tomb, redcedful pUgrima 

tread. 
le other half, though fkte ileDy, well Btrive fi 



dall, 
idWilUema- 

flgbtiDg 

1833. 



-Schomberg'R spirits nigh, we'll gwn- 



TIIE BATTLE OF TilE BOYNE. 



iwkltng beneath that 

dure tjay. 
» eaalTard con 



silve 



It beam, 'mid banks of V' 
stream held smilinglj awsji 



>Uogl; host upon its side a monan^h canip'd aroundi 
tSMnilhem opland far and wide their w hi K pavilioi 

oruwnel; 
9t kniB that aky uDclouded shuw'd, uor long beueai 

(be ray 
atggaile rtreiun ia silver flowed, to mertftveW 



banks. 
All eager for the coming 
ruiks. 

pMla the loud gun^ts th^ 

alcH3g» 
While cnrtain'd in its su) 

graHant throng ; 
And foot and horse in mi 

life. 
With furious ardour onv 

strife. 

:, ^or strange that with su 

heart beats high, 
' Their batUe word was Wi 

Liberty 1" 
Then, Oldbridge, then th; 
i. unwonted rang, 

I . And Tredagh, 'mid thy ( 

• i mighty clang ; 

i-. 



t, vhMe nune. wliilc Dciry'B walls endure, shall 

brightly nhine.* 

mold to henv'n tliat cUurcbnuio boM, Iiis airas 

With trinmpb blest. 

iplrit hod controU'd tliat flr'd his pioui 



the chief of yonder brnre and peraecated hand,! 
'«maM nub'd amid the wave, uiil gaia'd (lie 
hoitilc almnd ;— 

ftit, bitae CaiUemote — lie bUeda — 'tis cloi'd. his 
bright career. 
Ul Out band to glotiou* deeds hia djing accents 

)o« that well conl«a<«d atraod sncceseive columns 
gain, 
I tiaCkwsrf Jamea'a yieldioj band arc borne aeroaa 

^ Ifae nrord greea Erin draws, and life sva^ dotli 

"ly of abetter cause and of a bolder kmg. 



m thj bearing bold ia shoirD upon tliat blood- 

Btain'd ground ; 

Dw'ring hopes are orertlirown, tb; choicest fidl 

txoDod. 

liam'd, abandon tbou the fray, nor blush, thoogh 

conqaer'd there, 

>er agaJjigt thee flghta to-day no mortal arm may 

look not to Uiat distant height in hogs of coining 
■id— 

ae has Wen hisfllght, u^\fil^%u». t& 



' DESORIPTIVE BAII.ADS. 



WK Hid weary a* I winiler'd by the bleak thn 

cdltAtiog and reflMiting on tlic world's linrd destlnyjl 
nth tlie moon and stara 'gBn gUmniBE, in the ' " 

tidf beneath, 
)r no slumbering spring and blonsom breathed ni 

of heaven a breath. 

a I neat in sod dejection. cnTelesa where inj rnotstep^ 

RU a ruined church b ;fi re me npeiicd wiilt- it. 

nu 1 itood before the purlula, whcru of olil w 
tobe, 
w the blind, the halt, and leper, tUnt« TO<\ \wfi^\''^A>ffi<fa 



le Hduso of St >Inli«ii'* 






placed my hand. 
Till the tears fell hot and 6 
land. 

There, I said in woful w 

while, 
Was a time when joy and ! 

ruined pile ; — 
Was a time when bells wei 

peace abroad. 
Psalms arsinging, music i 

God. 

Empty aisle, deserted cha 

fall, 
Many a storm since then 1 

your wall ! 
Many a bitter storm an( 

turned away, 
Since you first were for 

night and day. 



matins dbciI your clergy fori 
is stirring, save the ilaws a| 



tone jDUT abbot, rule and otdti, broken doirn joiir 

alCai stones ; 
Itaighi I see beneath 70QI alielter, aaie a heap of clajej 

bones. 

Ih 1 the hacdebip — oh t the hatred, t7Tann7, and a 

Peneculion and oppression that have left you as y 

myself once nlso prospered, — mine is, too, analtei 
plight; 

le, iMte, and age have left me good far nouf 
.but grief to-night. 

e, my motion and my rigour,— gone, the ni 

JLl my feet lie friends and children, powerless and o 

mpting here ; 
Ifo ii wiittea on my visage, in a out my heart v 

reciace were wcleome — FjiiJier, let the 



1 


AVONDtlU. 

-Therairtwilfr.ArnnilaffotSpsnior. Thtn 
il,i. name In the cocintlM Qf Cork and Kony, ' 

.lirTieiinina In Iha latter ronnty. inddlichargi 
..„.-li]il. For tliB lEngth of IB coiinB. and She 
, i«ry tnrouBh ulUcli It flows, It U luperior lo i 

r, Avondhu, I -n-isli I wore 

Ilitc thy young wnCcn lnugh aadsliini 

■ isliIwcrpbyCleftdaV hill, 

ilno! I iierer more Ehall view 
I'l-L? scenes lloved by Avondhu. 

il'k-pII. ye soft and purple atreaka 
I'vieiiin^ oil the heauteoua Reeks ; t 



THE BOCK OF CASUEL, 



,hat eve, as if from cuih awa 
All trace of da and eorTaw 
J, in tlie ligbt of Ihe eternal day, 
That knowi nor night nor morroi 



le and ahadowy mountaing, in the ciim 
And glowing distance piled l 
ot ligllt along the horizon's rim. 
Unbroken, undeGled ! 

iky, and eloud, and erove, and hill, and glen. 

Tlie fhrm and face of man 
ed with unvonted beauty, lb if then 

New earth and heaven bcfta 

eavy grief was on me. and I gazed 

On thee through gusliing tciLrs, 
relic of a gtory that once bluzcd 

~io bright in bygone years I 

3r 3 ruin I loTclier, hohcr far. 
Tliy ghastly hues of death, 
tlie cold fount of newer temples arc — 
SUtines of a pri^tlese f^tb. 

« and mpino, treachery and blood, 

Itt iron domes were built ; 
y (!iey frown, where God's own altura stood, 

In hatred and in ijuilt. 

> make tliee, of Joviiig licarts ttiu \u'iii, 
B'm coined to firing eione ; 



Builder's or sculptor's sj 

Tliy site, thy beauty, or thy n 

Not these my bosom tlu 

'Tis that a glorious monument 
Of the true faith of old, 

When faith was one in all the 
Turer than purest gold. 

A light, when darkness on th( 
In Erin found a home- 

The mind of Greece, the warr 
The bravery of Rome. 

But ! the i>earl, the gem, tl 
That shone upon her b 

She clung for ever to the Clu 
CJings to it now I 

Love of my love, and temple 
How would I now clau 



I we tie Friuce of Cothel o'er the rest, 

Their prelate uid their king, 
le ncred bread and chalice b; lum blest, 

Earth't hoLieat offering, f 

) beax. In piety's own Celtic tongueg 

The most heart- touching praj'er 
nt ferrent lappUantB e'er was heard among, — 

0> to be thea and there ! 

lere ves a time nJl tbie witUa thy walla 

Wu Ceil, and heard, and seen ; 
int image only now ihy sight reca!« 

Of all thaC once hath been. 

te creedleBs, beortlcBB, murderous robbei came, 

And never since tiiaC time 
nnd thy torn altars burned the lacred flame. 

Or rose the chant sublime. 

17 glory in a crimson tide went down, 
Beneath the cloven boot — 
IT and priest, mitre, and cope, and crown, 
And choir, and arch, and roof. 

lUt to see thee, when than wilt ti«e again — 

For thoa ag^ wilt Bie, 
, with tlie ^^endonrs oftliy second reign 

Unnff a nation's eyes t 

iildren of those who made thee what thou waat. 

SfaaU lift tliee from the tomb. 
!wi clothe ttiee, fur tlie spoiling of the past, 
* In more celestial bloom. 

Siiidptitlm, and hymn, aad goW. a.-Qft.vtwiwK* '■'J^^ 

I And gems beyond all ptice, 

pa priest, und aliar, «« U« iQat\'jr"a\>o»'*' 

V Aad OaJlj. sacriflci:. JBI 

I ■ 



Auu WHO soau smite tncc men ?- 
Thy. second glory o*er ? 

When they who make thee free i 
To fall no more. 



LOCH INA. 

A BEAUTIFUL SALT-WATER LAKE, 
CORK, NEAR BALTIl 

I KNOW a lake where the cool i 
And softly fall on the silver i 

And no steps intrude on that s( 
And no Yoice, save mine, dis 

And a mountain bold like a gh 
Turned to stone by some maj 

UpreaTB in might his misty hei| 
And liis craggy sides are woe 



T^ A.U-. :j_a j-ii. 



jazB wlujn tbe auii'i briglit rnye 
&re cooling themselTCB in tlic treuihliug wuv 
' "' Bweeter for when the cvemag etac 
s like B amilc at Fricadelup'B grate. 



rethehoUow aliells. tlirough tbetc wreathed celk, 
tliLke moBic on tlie silent share, 

ommer breeze, through the distout tieei, 
burmun ia Vagrant breatliiagB o'er. 

^^ the eeo-weed shinea, like the Mdiiea mines 
)r the fair; cities beneath the sea ; 
d the ware-vuhed atonca are bright as the thronca 
>f the iiaolent Kioga of Araby. 

riire my lot in that fairy spot 
live fbreier. and dream 'twere mine. 
tt miKfat woo, and kings puraue, 
s I would leave thee — Loved Xiuvh'tnf. 



THE KETUENEU EXILE. 



lorrin 1 httw softly the evening light goes, 
fw o'cp tliy Bunimit from ruby to roae, 
th to deprive the deep woodlonds below 
bve and the glory tljcy drink in its glow : 
ne-looking HiU! how beloved doetthuu liui 
~ « to luy sight through the ahoduwy aV:ie^ , 
UC iUU, ia tbr sheltering gtandtMt vni^'a't%s!A, 
lictpe to me Uiat so long -was VW 'WOTXi. 
iftig— M eat evening ! one monrenX. ii^M 
^^^^^I'ilgriin are .\r\cA inV\\3 Ta^;- 
TOugb yearaof XoHg ■.\>acwo. ^ 
gone rauk and Rrtiv t\x\rt— » ' 



SMTcoly breaking ri„ ''""'^P" '» 
fly the Park^Tl*'. "''"■'-'^onth. thj 



■ long-ranislieil Angel I wlioac fttithfuliicH lUrew 
'my gloomy existence one glorified bile I 
1 thon ifiU, u of yore, when the evening grows 
: dim, 

I the blackbird by Downing is hnshtng ita hymn, 
ember tbe bover by the Funcheoo's blue ude 
^^e the ■whiepern were Boft oa the kiss of llie tide ? 
tboa itill think, with pity and pence on tby brow, 
bn who, t<n1-baras9ed aod titne-ahaken oow, 
le tbe IbsC light of day, like his hopea, bu departed, 
the tnrf tboQ baM liBlloKed, ainks down veary- 

beuted, 
I eaUt on tliy name, and the night-breeze tbat slglia 
NJgh the bougha that once blest thee is all that 

re^es? 

tliy sammit, far Corrin, a bdiog in graj, 
the moonlight growg mellow on lonely Cloagblea \ 
Out laugh of tbe young, as tbey loiter about 
>ugh tlic elm-ahaded alleys, rings joyously out : 
py souls I they have yet tbe dark chalice to iiinti:. 
. like othera to wander life's desolate waste — 
lold wmaail with aia. or keep vigil with woe ; 
the same (bunt of yeaminn, wherever they go, 
flag up iu tbeir heart-deptbi, to turn at tbe lost 
tbe tWi when the barb in bis bosom is fast) 
heir loir in tbe billa, on their (^hildbood thai rose, 
il the sole bleEBiug I seek fur — repobe I 



GLENFINlSUlv.* 







'Tis sweet, when in the deep blue vauli 

ing bright, 
To watch where tiiy clear waters are bn 
To mark the starry sparks that o'er thy 

gleam, 
As if some fairy hand were flinging d 

stream 1 



Oh ! if departed spirits e'er to this dark 
'Tis in some lonely, lovely spot like this 

joum; 
Wliate'er their mystic rites may be, no 

here. 
Save mine, to mark their mystery — no 1 

near. 

At such an hour, in such a scene, I C( 

birth— 
I could forget I e'er have been, or am, a 
Shake off the fleshly bonds tlm* »'-' ' 



THE MOOMTAIN FERN. 



re* on our crags, like the plume of a kin(r. 
3s, like H nun. over ulcsr well and sprinj! i 
•'b tall palm tree I tlii> hcatli Inrd's frcili neit, 
conch the red deer deems the awoetcat lUid best. 
Lfreewiuds to tan it, aiiddev ilropn la gem, — 
t uui ye match with ite beaatifuL slcm ? 
! ahrioe of Saint FiobHT, by lone Avoubuii.', 
i)U of Dnoliice, with its l«WErB by the aea. 
> hill orEnuckcbu to the rath of Mo, 
iHplet It ciralea our icreea ialond c 
lwu of the chiel^ by the ancLorilu'a cell. 
Hi (op, or greeDwood, 1^ streamlet or well. 
pell on each leaf, whieh no nioital can leani \^- 
s never vas plaiit like the Irish hill Fern ! 



Moyyorc. 



1 1 llic Fern I— the Iriah hill Fern !— 

Iters tJie weary, or wild roo, or Jtem. 
e Blena of Kilcoe rose a Bhout on the gale. 
Mcons riuhed fbrtli, in Ibifir wrath, from the Pale, 
adog and bloodliound. tdl savage to ece, 
thro' Clanealla the wild Rapparee I 
cry A'om yon dell on the startkd ear rinj-B. 
ih from the wood tlie youiig fu^itivu epriiiga, 
e copflc, o'er the bog, and, oh, Euinta lie his 






faltcFB — thcro's blood iin liis side — 

una. elioibs the fliff, funis the streal 

the liill lop, midhnicUeu Vcaiu^skkk, 



.w<MtAi>ci, ATonauffof 

ral risers of this name in the coonties of O 
here mentioned is by tax the most considei 
tain called Meenganine, in the latter conn^ 
the sea at Tooji^hal. For the length of its c 
variety of scenery throngh which it flows, it 
Monster.] 

Oh, Avondhu, I wish I wer 
As once upon that mountain 
Where thy young waters lau, 
On the wild breast of Meengt 
I wish I were by CleadaV h 
Or by Glenruachra's rushy ri 
But no ! I never more shall i 
Those scenes I loved by Avod 

Farewell, ye soft and purple i 
Of evening on the beauteous 1 
Farewell ye mists, that loved 
On Cahirbearna's stormy side. 
Farewell, November's moanin 
Wild nlinstrel of the dying tr< 
Clara ! a fond farewell to vnn 



nuni luiAiDi. 



THE ROCK OF CASIIEL. 



im waa that ere. as if from earth away 

AU trace of Bin and aorrow 
Med, in tliQ light of the elemiil day, 

That knows nor night nor marrow. 

ic pale and sbadawy moantunB. in the dim 

And glowing iliatnnce piled 1 
sea of light along the horizon's rim, 
Untirokcn. undefllcdl 

ue tVy, and clood. and groie, and liill, and glon, 

The form sod face of man 
tttmed with unwonted beaat/. aa if Ibea 

New earth and heaven bega 

!l heavy gtM was on ntc, atid I gazed 

Oa Ibee through guihing tears, 
wu relic of n glory that ouce blazed 

So briglit in bygone jeora I 

Treck of a ruin I lovelier, holier far, 
Tliy ehaatlj hues of death, 
n the cold forms of newer temples arc— 
Slirinea of a pricstlcia faith. 

1 lust and rapine, treachery and blood, 

/la iron domes were built; 
Krkly tliey frown, where God'a own ulUirs sluud, 

In hatred and in guilt. 

Bt to make tUco. of loviug beaiU lbc\a'4C, 
"'is coinvS ta living stoike ; 

ft "luf piety tORetUcr Btrove 
-a IJjcefor tlicirowQ. 



WA.AXX 



[By tho " Vale of Shanffanah/' I nndorstor 
tifUl panorama which stretches out from the 
B'ray Head, and from the " White Strand** t 
tains. Few inhabitants of Dublin require t 
ancient Irish name of these picturesque mou 
means "■ The Goldea Spears,** and that by Ben 
of Uowth.] 



When I have knelt in the Temple o: 
Worshipping honour and valour and 
When, like a brave man, in fearless i 
I have fought the good fight on the fi 
When a home I have won by a long 1 
By the thoughts of my soul or the st( 
Be that home a calm home where 

rally, 
A home full of peace in this sweet pU 
Sweetest of vales is the Vale of { 
Greenest of vales is the Vale of i 
May tho accents of love, like 
mannfl^ 

Fall Bwnof «- — ' 



d, bow deligbted- tlic rapt eye reposes 
iiire of beauty thia valley ducloscs, 
mi^n of silver, wbereon the blue water 
B Ukc the eyes of the oeeMi foam'B ilnuBhler 
•rilh tiTG red clooda of moralag combining. 
'■ Golden Spears"' o'er the motmtains ar 

lie of theJT heatfacr, at sunlight advantei 
I flags furled round the BtaO> of the luio 
Bt of Tales is the Vale of Shongunah ! 
tt of Tales is the Vale cf Stmaganah I 
di far avuy by the calm Sosquchanoali, 1 
iqiul and fair as the Vale of Sbanganali s 

Ten iiere the lone heart were benighted, I 

could reach it, if loTe did nat light it ; 

ikes the Eaith, oh ! wliat mortiU can doubt 



od'B bounty. Bud bieaaing the Give*! 
Bt of v^et is tbe Vale uf Sbanganah I 
it at vales is the Vale of Shanganah 1 
lie accenta of lave, like the droppinj 

tj^'m my heart in the Vole of S 



Farewell to tJie mountain, the cliff 
Uua Sweeny udieu ! for my love M 
And tarry I may not when love erf 

geaVMhanlGlenVaihanl where 
Where my lave uaed to fewt on tha 
Wliere rooked on thy waters while 
My love used to elumbor; Glen V«»l 

Glendarol Glendarol where biroha 
Honey dew at liigl, noon o'er the ^ 
Where m? love used to lead nw to fi 
Mong the high liaze! bushoa, Glmd 

Glen Urchy I Glen Urchy J where la 
Mj ove used to wake up the wood* i 
While the »on of the rock, from the i 
lAugbed sweetly in aoswar, Glen Uj 



I Glen Etive 1 i 






A SIGH FOE KNOCKMANY. 



Tabb, proud ambition, iake thy Oil 
Of pleaeureB won throagli toil or crin: 

^learDiDg, climb tb; rugged hill, 
Bd give thf luiine lo future time : 
FhiltWeph;, be keen to eee 

WhaW'er is just, or false, or vain. 

Take each thj meed, bat, oh I gire me 

To range laf mouittaiD glens agaiu. 



Pure iras the breeze ttut fana'd my eiiec 

As o'er Enocltmany'g brow 1 uent ; 
When every lonely dell eonld ipeak 

In airy mugic, vision sent^ 
Fdse world, I hate thy cares and Ihce, 

I hftie the treaclieroiu haunts of men -, 
Give ImcIc my early heart to lue, 

Qiye back to uie mj mountain glen- 



How light my youthfHil visions shone. 

When sponn'd by fancy's radiant form ; 
But now her glittering bow is gone. 

And leaves me but the elood and storm. 
With wasted form, uid olieek all pale — 

With heart long scared by grief and pain j 
Dunroe, 111 >eek tby native gale, 

"It tread my mountain glens i^coin. 



Tliy broeze onco more may tau m^ \i\»A. 
rhy vaUies uU, arc loveij aUW-, 

y»Uu\a. where otll slmA, 

t musings on tliy \u\\, ■ 



TITPERAR 



Were you over in sweet Tippcnu 

80 sunny and green, 
And the heatli-brown Slieyc-bloon 

down with so proud a mien 
*Ti8 there you would see more I 

Irish ground — 
God bless you, my sweet Tippen 

your match be found ? 



Tlicy say tliat your hand is fearful 

3'our eye : 
But 1*11 not let them dare to talk 

lie. 
Oh ! no, macuahla storln i y^^""^*- " 
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ludl our homes, like the huts of Connauglit, be crum- 

bled before our eyes ? 
tballwe Ay, like a flock of wild geese, from all that we 

loYe and prize ? 
fo! \fy those who were here before us, no churl shall 

our tyrant be ; 
hi land it is theirs by plunder, but, by Brigid, our- 

selyes are free. 

^ol we do not forget the greatness did once to sweet 

Eire belong ; 
^0 treason or crayen spirit was e^er our race among ; 
W no frown or no word of hatred we give — but to pay 

them back ; ' 
n eril we only follow our enemies* darksome track. 

%! come for a while among us, and give us the 
friendly hand ; 

^ you'll see that old Tipperary is a loving and glad- 
some land ; 

^om Upper to Lower Ormond, bright welcomes and 
smiles will spring — 

^ the plains of Tipperary the stranger is like a king. 



LEGENDARY BA 



THE WELSHMEN OF 



BT SAMUEL FERGUSON, 

[Sereral Welsh fkmlliefl, associates in thi 
settled In the west of Ireland. Of these, th 
hare been preserved by the Irish antiqnai 
Joyces, HeiJs (a quUnu MacHale), Lawlesses 
Burette, which last draw their pedigree firox 
dally, the Ard Moor, or High Steward of the 
had their chief seate in the territory of the t\ 
TIrawley, and county of Mayo. Cloghan-i 
Men's Stepping-stones," are still pointed on 
about four miles north of Crossmolina, in the to 
TtOber-na-Seotnetf, or "Scrag's Well," in tl 
Cams, In the samn >»ow»^- " 



^ the Burette to the L^^otts e'^ye * uhulcc, 
flag, " Hear, je nmrileiijue brooJ. men and boys, 
ooie ye now, withont delay, 
ll 76 lose your eyeaight, aay, 
jour manhooda, here ta.iay ?" 

Sail your cliaice, 

Sons of Lynottl 
ig the vengeaDce of the Welshmen of Tirawlcy. 

UGH tbe little boys of the Lynott^ weeping, mid, 
'Only leave us our eyeslglit in our head." 
U the bearded LynotU then 
Idckly smwered bach agBin, 
"Sake our eyea, but Icavo us rncu, 

Alive or dead, 

Sonaof Waltin!" 
Ig (he vengeance of the Wclahmeu of Tirmvlej'. 

tiie Barretts, vith sewing-neeillea sharp and Eti]]i)Qth, 
(the light out of the eyea of every youth, 
id of evft; bearded msn 
'Oe broken Lynott tlan ; 
CQ theii darkened faces wan 

Turning south 

To the river- 
IB the Tcngeance of tlie Welshmen of Tirun'lcy. 

X the ilippery stepping-stonea of Clochon.a n'dail 
ty drove tliem, laogliing loud at every fall, 
Uieir vandering fDOlBteps dark 
Oed to reach the aiippery marlt, 
d the Bwift Btreani ewallowed atark. 

One and all, 

Ab they stumbled — 
\g the Teugeanee of the Welshmen of Tirawley. 

t of ah tbe blinded LynotCs, ooe aVme 

ted erect front stepping- Btooa to rtotif, 

wk V*ui they brought you, 

U|^^ time they TrTOUght JVA. ^^m 



Emon"£;^AttT'P"'-'^'^ foots 
■And the shalrinf^ "®°S &» 

Yet you never, 
J^alte«doncebefo^-,^^CSL 

I am good 
S«^theve„^J--^oer; 

^ the fortunL'%T ""' ^^^^i 
BUM fe-jL^-'^o^J, 

T".*i^J°«'« ^th venKeann« l.n^ 



15T 

ght when Datliy O'DiiwJa broke j-our camp, 

irrett among you was it belil tlie Imiip — 

Ihe way to t!w»e two feet, 
Toagb wintry wind and deet, 
yoot bliml retreat 

In the BWBiup 

Of Benl-an-asa? 
igeancc-destioed ingrnles of Tirnwiey I" 

ig lond-Bhriek-echcing Gftrranurd, 
oK like a red dog himtfid hard, 
wife and children eeien, 
le beaets and fowls of lieaveD 
>Udwb of Olen Nephin, 

Light-itebsTTud, 
Made his dwelling, 
; Tengeajice on the Barretta of Tirawley. 

the bright-Orb'd ypor ita conrse hiul rnn, 
rawn round-knotted knee liv nursed a son 
[flight, with eyes 
aa are the «kiee 
ler, when annrise 

Has begun; 

So the Lynotl 
" Q the UarrattaofTi 



n ihe di 
L deer in the wood, 
le in the cloud 

To aurpriae. 
On Ben Nepliin, 
re the foggy fields uf Tirawley. 






And, when mounted on his proi 
Emon Oge sat a cayalier indeed 
Like the ear upon the wheat 
When winds in autunm beat 
On the bending stems, his seat ; 

And the speed 
Of his courser 
Was the wind from Bama-na-gee 

Now when fifteen sunny summen 
(He perfected in all accomplishmc 
The Lynott said, ** My child. 
We are oyer long exiled 
From mankind in this wild — 

— Time we weni 

O'er the mounta 

To the countries lying over-agains 

So out over mountain-moors, and 
And green stream-gathering val 

down; 
Till, shini"" i-'-- 



id a beautiful Biuiticmu b/ his tide, 
>w gold on all lier gou'D-Eleoves wide; 
I JQ her bond a pearl 

i young, little, fair-baiTed girl 

tbe LfoiM, "ItiB the Earl! 
X>et OB ride 
ToliigpreieQeE." 
before him came the exiles of Timwiey. 

diavetbce, Mac William," the LynoU thus bi 
^ uve all here beaidca of this (dan ; 
gossips dear to me 
all in company — 
-~i these fuur boiicB ye see 
Akmdlyman 
Of the Britons— 
Lynott of Garrimard of 'llruwiey. 



B William Conquer's* days, 
■ ever buea wont to place. 

With mme spouse 

Of a Briton, 
iacWilliaraOge, tofoBter in Timwloy 

)d toshowtlieeinvrhat sort our youth aie tnughl, 
»e hither to thy home of viilour brought 
one son of my age, 
n Baniple and a pledge 
the equal tutelage. 

In right thonght. 

Word, and action, 
rliBtever boh ye give into Tirawlfy." 



were accompl 
like this branch of the kindly I 

When the Lady Mac William she 
And saw the ruddy roses on his cl 
She said, '* I would give a purse 
Of red gold to the nurse 
That would rear my Tibbot no w 

But I seek 
Hitherto yainly. 
Heaven grant that I now hare foun 

So they said to the L3mott, '' Here 
And as pledge for the keeping of ( 
Let this scion here remain 
Till thou comcst back again : 
Meanwhile the fitting train 

Of a lord 
Shall attend thee 
With the lordly heir of Cannaught 



Ih »li>[ fuaU <>r bix\y beside. 

Might beseem 

A Mac William, 
lerfd free among the WeWimtn uf Tinwiej. 

the lesson of hell he taught him in heiut snd mini! ; 
a what desire soever he inclined, 
iga, tost, or pride, 
id it gratiAed, 
le Tanged the circle wide 

Of a blind 

Self-indulgence, 
le ciune to Tonthful ntaiihaod in Tiravrley. 

D. even as wben a bnnter stipa a hound. 
9It loosed him — God's leaslies all imbauad — 
le pride of power and station, 
the strensUi of yoathful passion, 
lie duDghten of thy nation. 
All around, 
Waltin Barrett I 
the vengewioe of the Welshmen of Tirawley I 

IT grief and burning anger, rage and slinme, 
d the houses of tlie Barretts wlierc'er lie came ; 
tbe Tonng men of the Bac 
r by oighl upnii his truck, 
■WW him at Cumossack — 

Bmatl your bUmo, 

Sons of Waltin I 
Ibe Tengeanoe of the Welslimen of Tirawlcy. 

tbe Lynott, "The day of iny ri^nueance is Jniw- 
ing near, 

3ay Ibr which, thiongh many a long dark year, 
re toilad through grief and sin — 
ye DOW tbe Brehoas in, 
Jbi pie plea begin 
" Oi-er thcWer 

or AtaeWiUiiim, j^ 

I tl'c Barrens ot I'lia^AeyJ^M 



X3U.%I U\J UCCVl 



Had the Lynott, 
Neither care, for land or cattle in 1 

But rising, while all sat silent on t1 
Hei^aid, ** The law says — doth it r 
If the foster-sire elect 
His portion to reject. 
He may then the right exact 

To applot 
The short eric.*' 
** Tis the law," replied the Brehon 



Said the Lynott, ** I once before hj 
Proposed me, wherein law had littl 
But now I choose, and say, 
As lawfully I may, 
I applot the mulct to-day ; 

So rejoice 
In your ploughls 
And your cattle which I renounce th 
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rilliam : and, beside, 
* a Burk shall ride 
Tirawley, I provide 

At his call 

Keedful grooming, 
:harge from any Bmghaidh of Tirawlcy. 

i^fully I avenge me for the throes 

}ly caused me and caused those 

shamefaced ones, 

X mothers expected once, 

ve been the sires of sons — 

O'er whose woes 

Often weeping, 
)aned in my exile from Tirawley. 

id not of you your manhoods ; but I take — 
Surks will take it — ^your Freedom I for the 

all manhood's given 
ood under heaven, 
hout which, better even 

Ye should make 

Yourselves barren, 
your children slaves throughout Tirawley ! 

take I your eyesight from you ; as you took 
ours : 1 would have you daily look 
lother's eyes, 
i strangers tyrannize 
icarths, and bluslies arise. 
That ye brook 
Without vengeance 
ts of troops of Tibbots throughout Tirawley ! 

3^ance I designed, i\ovj \s Oivycve^ 
aya of me and mme awatV^' \vja\ — 
is, I have broken ivjAV\\, 
ini Mho lies beneaWv 



Slends pledged for otlier te 

Slid Mac William — "Fatber and hud 

high 1" 
And the Lyncct ihey banged ipeedilf ; 
But acTOM the salt-sea water. —' 

To Scotland wiili the daaghler 
Of Mac Williaoi— well yon got hi 

Did yon fly, 

Edmiind Lindas;, 

Tbe gentlest of all the Welahinen of "Bi 
Tis thni the ancient OllaTcs of Erin lei 
How, throogh lewdness and revenge, it 
That the rons of Wiltiam Conque 
Cune orer tbe sons of Wattin, 

Throughout all the bounds und b< 

Of the land of Auiey Mac Fiochn i 
Till the Saron Oliver Cromwell 
And bie valiant, BLbte-guided, 
Free heredca of Clan London 
Coining in, in their eucceeeion. 
Booted out both Bork and Barrett, 
And in tjieii empty placee 
New stems of freedom planted. 
With many a goodly sapling 
Of maDUncBs and virtue j 
Which while tlieir children cherisii, 
Kindly Irish of the Irish, 
Neither Sasons nor ItalJanE, 
May Uie mighty God of Freedom 

Speed them well ! 

Never taldQg 
FnrLher ycngcnofe on his i>p»r"" 



speedily 

itha^l 

idaai^l 

[oenof Til 
3f Erin lei 
ivenge, it 
iquer 

dbctdql 



I ppHpie <tf t;^ 



tAW OF Llicn 1.ENE, 



>.y have I made good ilIb in tUe glen, 

LOt of stream, or mall ; — lilce the brevia| 

the gTDimi] ; ray roof, the greennood abi 
ilth that I sauglit one far kind glavice fi 



)t night when the liorBoa I drove from 11 



a' Loch Lene, her oullawed love 



1 a freezing sleet-wing'd tempest did aweep, 
ay love were aloae, far off on tlie deep ; 
I ship, or a, burk. or pianace, to sav ~ 

nd round my wajat, I'd fear not thi 



i; the lake where the wild tree 

my heart, my &ir one of Heiven resides ; — 
i eve she nandcr^ta miuea nlontt. 
B 10 deep by the sweet wild Iwiet of hjL 



fThe incident related in the followii 
year 1731. Ailcen, or Ellen, was dang! 
estate orii{inally bestowed upon this re 
of M'Cartie More, by James, the sevent 
passinfr safe through the confiscation 
William, remidned in their possessio 
present century. Aileen, who is cele 
people for her love of hunting, was t 
Cluuin-Tairbh, grandson of David, the 
Imown sept at this day in Kerry. This 
MacTcige O'Connor, of Ahalahanna, 
O'Connor Kerry, who, forfeiting in 166 
shelter among his relations, the >i'agle( 

Fair Aileen M*Cartie, O'Coni 
Forsakes her white piUow wiU 
And calls forth her maidens (t 
To the bawn of her mansion, a 

Tliev came at her bidding, in 
And braided hair, jetty, and f 
And form like the palm-tree. 
And bloom like the wild rose 



* - xi.. 



O.,,ov.^£k'a raiinri tower 



d now to the beautiful AUecn come down, 
^r (hoJ light in ilio Ijinnc* 

} laanj.biag'ii Jallalnn^ tbat Boated beliini), 
'e ite hues lo the Boii'ligbt, iU fiilils to tlie wind—* 
I brooch that refraiu'd it some forefather bold 
I torn from a sea-king in battle-field old '. 

bitd her went bounding two wolf-iloe» of apeed, 
•11 in their stature, m pure in their breed; 
!Ie the maideiu awake tu the oew-miDc's soft fhll, 
ng of O'Connor in Camig'i proud ball. 

die nulk came ouCpoarJug, and the long came ont> 

tung, 
! the wall 'olid the majdena a red-deer oat-«prung-_ 
B dieer'd the fair Udf — then roah'd the mad hound — 
1 away with the wild itag in aii-lif Cod bound I 

igem-jastea'd/aHuinn b dosh'd on the bawn — 
I ipring o'er the Ijill fence — and Aileeu is gone I 
tnormng's rone'd echoea to the deep dells proclajm 
course of that wild ata«, the doge, and the dame! 

Clnain Tairbh's green border, o'er moorland and | 

nd,.deer ahapea downward the mah of hia flight — 
inlight hia antlers all gtorionsly flash. 
Dnwtud the wolf-dogE and fair huntresa dash ! 




nlM ol IMMAm&.'R'h 



Who roiinil in ita bosom ■ a 

Wlien Sliabb-Mis Srat fluw'tl wltbul 

By Coill-Cuaiglv's" green bIigIIct, the 

riaif— 
GoiU-pnBiigh, of the cuckoo's first sang in 
CoiQ-Cnaigh of the tnll onk nnd gale-scent 
God's curse on the tyraiits that iTTooght t 

Now Mfting'B lovely border is gloriooaly » 
Now the tuwen of the iehuiif k'^^siu brigh 
Aii4 now CeEJl-un Aninnach'tf porUli are 
Where heHdless the DeBmond found refogt 



By Anl-nti BoreicliS mountain, and Aroni 
To the Earl'a proud pavilion the panting i 
Where Dcfinond'e tall olansmeo spread bai 
And riuh'd to the battle, and t^lorimul}' di 

The huntreBB is coming, sla;r, brcnlhlesi, 
Her raven looks Btreaming all wild in the | 
She BtopB — and tbe breezes bring balm to 
But wolf-dog uid wild deer, oh I where ar 



I " CoHI-CmIsH-— Tto WoKi If Hi CWtoo, M Mlh 



I II wu Id thli ehuihrird IbM tbt bi 



mlghtr a) 






Itening — the breezes beat colli on Jicr brtaai, 
^leen muit teek ber fca home in tlie west ; 
veeidog, ebe liugcrB nhere tlie luiat-wreilhea ai 

diill. 
Ibe red-deer and tall dogs that lie on the liill 1 

I )u^ M tbe banr[aet told diatent aod wide. 
M at EuT Aileen. O'Connor's youog bride ? 
rli — wlune goenloii tradition hath told, 
intplB'Crowit'd vrine-cup of beautiful gold 1 



saAw±; dymas' daugbteh. 

r wMthe eve of holy St. Bride, 

The Abbey bells were ringing, 

Asd the meek-eyed ducb at erentide 

The vesper bymuB were stngiug. 

Jone, by tbe well of good Si. Bride. 
A noiice fair waa kneeling ; 
ind tiiere aeem'd not o'er her soul to glide 
■One "gbade of earthly feeling." 

br ne'er did that clear and sainted icell 
BeAect, &om its cryatat water, 
.form more fair than the ahadov that fell 
From O'Miall'a lotelj daughter. 

w-«;re was bright aa tbe blue cotvcwe, 
Aod beaming with devotion ; 
r ^Raa fiir as th« foam on ih e-wvi* 
r J&M ■ polling ocean , 



Ana there, in Bnine vaMey's lonelineEP, 
Bf wood and mountun Bbaded, 
e'll lire in tho light of wedijed bliae, 
Ttti HiB lamp of life be faded. 

la tbither witb me. my Ka.tlileen, By 1 

I »torms of life wti'il woatlitr. 

II tn blias benealh the weaterii tky. 
We Uve, love, die logetber I" — 

Ke, Saion, now T— At tbat flcnd -like jell 
n hnadrad swords are gleaming : 
^^11 &e bubbling stream, from Ihe tainted well, 
Bib heart'i beat blood is streaming. 

n does he doff tbe hood to white, 
And TKin his falchion flaEhing : 
re mnrderoui brands through hia contct bright 
(Tithiu bis heart ftre elaahing t 

I laat groan echoing through the grove, 
~1» life blood on the writer, 
I diea, — thy flrsl and thy only love. 
D'Niall'a h^ileei daughter I 

in, Tun, was the shield of that brcaat of snow I 
ii Tain Uiat eye beaeech'd them ; 
mmgh Me E&thlecn'a heart, the niucderaa* blow, 
^^ n deadly aimed, tuts reach'd him. 

te Bjririt fled with the red te4 \Ao(i4, 
Rut gushing from liet bOBotni 
i6ia« of death liasblighte4Vl\e\i'ii 
^fria'a Joveliew hloawjaj \ 



(Jr kneU of tlie death-'beUto 



r 

^^M Tib the fire from ArdiaiUach'a t 

^^^^_- ^^ ^"P "'■ '=^'1'' and the c 
^^^^^V '''^■n monks for mercy calling 



T^iieadofnight-notaaouiu 
Save from the night wind nj, 

Orthemottrnfnlffloanofthen 
10 yon paJe planet crfiag, 

W^namea the name of his mt 
What spears to tho moon are 

^/.".^'^''eeful cry of Shane] 
Oa bODoacht-iaen adyandng-, 

JlZ^ ^"'i "' •""•^e" break! 
Heard ye that cry on the midnii 
of terror ahrieking? 
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THE LAST O'SULLIVAN BEARE. 

BT THOMAS d'aRCT M*0EE. 

tPhUip 0*SiiIliTan Beare, a Inrave captain, and the author of many 
«iks rdiUing to Ireland, commanded a ship-of-war for Philip IV. o( 
Hdn. In his "Ca&olic History," published at Lisbon hi 1609, he has 
nmred tlie nd story of his family. It is in brief thus:->In 1602 liis 
fB castle of Donboidhe, being demolished by cannonade, his 
f — con^ating of a irife, son, and two daughters— emigrated to 
, where his yoimgest brother, Donald, JoUied him professionally, 
iwas soon after IdUed In an engagement with the Tiurks. The old 
> at the age of (me hundred, died at Conmna, and was soon fol- 
l by his Irag-wedded wifie. One daughter entered a convent and 
:flM TeH; tiie other, returning to Lreland. was lost at sea. In this 
the real namea haye been preaerred.] 

A)l akme — all alone, where the gladsome vine is grow- 

iDg— 
At alone by the bank of the Tagus darkly flowing, 
'S^ morning brings a hope for him, nor any evening 

, cheer, 
ToO'Sulliyan Beare thro' the seasons of the year. 

H#!8 thinking — ever thinking of the hour he left Dun- 

bnidhe, 
% Other's staff fell from his hand, his mother wept 

wildly; 
Ovbrare young brother hid his fEice, his lovely sisters 

twain, 
Bonffhey wrung their maiden hands to see him sail away 

to Spain. 

^3m7 were Helen bright and Norah staid, who in their 

£either'8 hall, 
«ilB| urn and shadow, frolicked round the grave armorial 

wall; 
1& Gompostella's cloisters he found many a pictured 

aaint, 
^the Spirits boyhood canonised no human hand can 

paint. 

^Mlone—all alone, where the gladsoniA Nin!^ vi ^s^^ ~ 
fikme by the bank of the Tafi^is daxkVy ftoN«\x\«— 



He ought to sail back, back again 

sea; 
His flEither, mother, brother, his Ic 
'Tis they would raise the roof ■< 

back from Spain. 

Hush I hush ! I cannot tell it — thi 

wild — 
He left it, that grey castle, in age a 
Seven long years with Saint J amet 

the page of might — 
Seven long years for his father's rool 

night. 

Then came a caravel from the nor 

fiiU of wo. 
His houseless family it held, their ca 
Saint James's shrine, thro' ages fam< 

of yore. 
Saw never wanderers so wronged 

shore. 




joy ! — it comes — Uicir Pliilip Uvea 1— all 1 Donald 

halTa hope one son kneetf down the exiled tt 

' ^ke DO requiem for the dead, nor bleaaing (br the 



at the woful tidings told left life and all ita 

d the wife of maoj a ipring, the <;tuer of a: 
dredytiaiR. 






r is a black veiled nun of Saint Ursula, L 
Bleeps coldly far lieneath Ibe troobled Irish 
iturcd lo the arma of lier 
es now roll the radiant girl 

» grow. 



eten bright who 



lone — all alone, wliere the^adaun 



'SnUiran Bearo iliro' l.hc wasonfc tit Wvs Tai, 



..^ .«cub uown, and darkness 

earth ; 
And now from out their wild reti 
came forth. 

That night by many a castle old, a 

glen, 
Mac Mahon and his outlaws rode, a 

men; 
Before them Lath-an-albany in midr 
Ah ! woe is me ! from all its fields t 

prey. 

And thus the country far and near, 1 

awe. 
And through this ancient barony, th( 

law; 
In castle hall it chilled the sound of r 
But it lighted up with gladness still 

hearth. 

The robber bold, within his hold, froi 
lies. 




ir opon hia homeward track, witbheavf liearchi 

'e in wild and midntgbt raid to baitt npoa hl( 

^ letd his fitithful band throagb Femey'a t] 

I^B old, 
more wiOtiii Ua ntonnEaJn lair, caiouaol brave 



u 1 alas I the light Hiat guides both horse and rider on, 
VB many a kicdling roof-tree burat, and ramj a djN 

iDggrooD; 
A OMy an aigoiiizing shtielt tings through the 

1 1 fearM i« the carnage wrought within the robber^ 



'■ Eilence in the caatte where the laat Mac Mali 

Mrt is dull, the light of life bas laded from I 

It who can t«tl what dteama of woe — what Tiaions 
the dead 
tt fond and broken-hearted forma summnd the out- 
law's bed ? 

: who can tell what inSucncc such blessed dreami 

: whj they atill come thronging lound tbe dfing 

ner'a heart? — 
late'ei the; be, the aimpte faith ia rational and good, 
i^COmeinthat laat hour to U^ad the wandering suid 
to God. 



Tlicn the Brplions to Mao WilUiun B 
An eric npon Clnn Barrett for the t 
And the Lf nott's Bhare of the Boe, 

Plouglilanda and nine score tine 
But no need 



Bat rising, while all «at silent On tlie «po 

ITewaid, ■' The law says — dothitnot?— 

If the foster-Bire elect 

Ilia portion to reject, 

He may then the right exact 
To spplot 
The sliort eric." 

" Tia the iBw," replied the Brehona of 1 

Said the Lynott. " I once before hail a c 
Proposed mc, wherein law had little Toi) 
But now I choose, and say, ^m 

As lawfully I msy, ^H 

1 applot [be mulct to-day ; ^H 

So r^oicc ^H 

In yoar plonglila^^^ 
Aadyonrcattlewliici] Irt "' ^^^ 



'• Anil thiu I applol the mulct i I dlnili 

The land Ihroitf-hout Clan Barrett on Of 

Kqunlly, tlmt no plaro 

May (ju without the fiue 

or H foe of Waldn's mee- 

That the pride i 
Of the Bnrretta ] 

Itlay he bumhled iieuce fur ci 



■ ' / flfljii'iR'c A leBt in cvctj B*«cW."*V 
To Ma^ WiUinm : in exciy rta'iitaVJ 



I 

tea ^B 

rthii^ 



THE VIRGIN MART'S BANTf. 



to Ibe Ka, ind t 
bolUiUllixkto 



tlis black idUIiiiT 



evening star rose 'beanteoaa ftbore tlio fading day, 
_ 1 the lone mtd lilent beauh the Vii^tn came to limy, 
lA bill and wave ebonc brightly in the muonliglit'a 

mellow &11i 
i the bank oT green wliere Mary knelt was brighWrt 
of tbem all. 

. moTing o'er the waters, a gailanl bark uppcar' , 
i hir joyous crew look'd from thedeL'k as tu tlieluid 

sbe near'd ; 
llie calm and ehelter'd haven slie floated like a swan, 
3 her wings of snow o'er the waves below in pride 

Bod beauty sbane. 

lur Lady ai he stood upon the prow, 
matk'd tbe wlutenesa of her robe and the ladiance 
of her brow ; 
imut were folded grucefiill? upon her 

)Rd liui eyes lixik'd up naieng the stArs la Him her sou] 
lov'd best. 

iibow'il her to b'n Milors, aui \ic\iaJii.\«i'»'''5B.' 



■as 



And intdlj (woK, a form so fair tiiey ii«tct 
And the; cnn'd tiie &iiit and lug^gbrees 
uieiii from the Bhore. 



The ixe»a from i 

And up ita wrathftd billows 



Hhoob off the 



v: 

And a cloud came o'er tliu heaven*, and a di 

the Und, 
And the Kofflng crew beheld no more that I 

Out bunt the pealing tbundec, and Che tight 

And ruthing with his water; war, the tem; 

And that vessel from a mountain ware came 

thund'ring shock ; 
And hei timbers flew like scattei'd spraj on 






neditie 



Then loud from all that guilty 

and high ; 
But the angry surge swept ov( 

gurgling cry ; 
And with a hoarse exulting time the 

And down, stiU chxGng &om thdi 
waters Uy. 



Wbea Ibe calm and purple morning a 

Dunmoie, 
Full many a mangled corpse was seen on 1 

And tu this day the flshcnmin sbows when I 

-lad ilill lie calls llialWilDi:\^ici:n,'"eeft'nj 






J 




BAllADS or TEE AFFECTIONS. 



If Mr. Fergnmn. onUUed TO* SiRini q^ CT. 
-"'— — '■ — ia[p IhH mnDiflTDf 1^ 



Uld, prtBdp^y, In cbD anialy Ai 



Swen Biwn'a hwr U of thread of gold spun ; 
Did in the ahadoir, of light in the eun ; 
mrled in a oootun the bright treaseB tuc — 
nukke Ms head radiant with beams like a star 1 

Qaren Bawn'e mantlo is long and is wide. 
rrap me up safe from the itona by hie Kide ; 
I'd rather tkce «now-drift and winter-wind there. 
I lie among daieies and sonetuue tlgewheru, 

hreit Bawn Con it a Imntei o? AwiT, 
Ickf (be dun quarry w\Hi wrov. k(\4 «ec«K-- 
^•^Jd B-oods are vPiLviiiK- *"* 4ftev '"'^'^'^'^^ 



He wakes me with sinj^np:, he 
And the emit 'ncath his tinger 
As though angels harp'd o'er v 

They tell me the stranger has 
That crommeal and coolun slu 
That all our youth's tresses of 
And bonnets, instead, of a nev 

That mantles like Owen Bawn 
That hunting and fishing henc 
That the net and the arrow asi 
For hammer and trowel, and c 

That the echoes of music must 
That the slave must forget his 
That the sounds of our lips mi: 
And our bleeding liands toil in 

Oh sweetheart and comfort ! \* 
I could love and live happy, w 



1, then, black Slemiali, trreco Collun stlieu, 
rt U B-breakiag at thinking of yoa ; 
y we due not, when fn^dDm hntli gone — 
3 Tit-DCD, then, Owen Bann Cun I 

■ to Tir-oen. then, Owen awnj 1 

ill leave them the dual from our feet for a prey, 
at dwelling in aahea and ftnmeB for a spoil- 
be long ere they queouli tlicm with gtrcoms c 
the Poyle I 



Tib not for love of gold I go, 

Tis not for love of fame ; 
Tbo' fortune shoiild her Biuilo 1>cbIom-. 

And I mity win n luuiii^ 

Ailli^tii. 

And I may win a minic. 

And yet it ii for gold I go. 

And yet it ia for fame, 
Tl>«t lliey may decli mother brow. 

And btes* another name, 

Ailleun, 

And bles* another name. 

For tbis, but this, I go— for this 

I loBE thy love nwiiile ; 
And all tilt soft and quick b\i&« 

Of ihyyoaag. fallMul araiia. 

"r tl<y youiig, Ikithtul suulu. 




Oh 1 when the bays are all my 
I know a beact will cure! 

Oh! when the gold is wooed H 
I know a bruw shall wear, 

AiB 
I know a brow flhall wear 1 

And when with both returned 
My niitive land to sec, 

I know II sQiile will meet me Ij 
And a hand will welcome m 

And a hand will welcome bu 



BMAK-AC-KNtICK TO 



Hvelier than mora, camaUoDeil in soft hues. 
Keeter tJian rilled toees in the dews 
Br dawn diTlnelj weeping — and uuao fkir 
^an the C07 flowere fann'd bj njaantain air ; 
tSore modeBt Ihui the morning's blnabing sniUc. 
Biae. Eva, ri*e 1 pride of oar Western liiie — 
rhe aky't blue beauties loie their suony Krare 
BeJbre the calm, soft aplendoun of thy lace ; 
thy breath is aweeier than the apple bloom, 
Wben spring's muak'd apirit bathea it in pcrfamci 
Ihe rook'a wild boney ateepa thy rubied lip — 
U*e, Eva, rise ! — 1 long these aweets to aip. 
^ e polish'd ringlets of thy jetty locks 

tme the black raven s on their aui-gilt rocks ; 
f neck can boait a vliiter. lovelier glow, 
In tbe wild ey gnet's silvery plume of snovr. 
d from thy bosom, the soft throne of blias, 
e witch of love, in all her blcssedneis, 
peavee all her spells, wings all her feather'd darts, 
jbid dips her aiTOwa in adodng hearts. (^ 
U«e, Eva, rise '. the sun aheds his sweet ray; 
•n-pniia In iriao thag — nse, my love I We'll Stray 
D, — OQ the blossom; heath, 
heath-hloom holds for thee its odorous breath } 
im tlie tall crag, aspiring to the skies. 
idck &a thee the strings of strawberries ; 
B yellow nnls, too, from the hazel tree — 
Ml of my heart I — I'll strip to give lo thee : 
■ thy red lips the berries ahall be bright, 
' Ute sweet nuti aboil be as ripe and white 
milky as the love-begotten tide 
. fills thy ipotiesB bosom, my sweet bride ! 
in of the smile of joy ! shall I not kiss 
I in the moss-grown oot, bless'd bower of Uleb — 
I not thy rapturous lover cliup thy charms. 
Ibid his Eva in Ms lunging arms-^ 
all buuscather's wood again altem 
^ beaadee atrain'd unlo this buitiroij^v 

ttbowlongl Ahl when wiU V\vow T' 

sfiaJJ this witlierM bosocn ce&se Vi ■mow*''- 



teheat 




My Eva, come, or thy poor 8v 
And didst thou hear my melai 
And art thou coming, love ? 
Thou daughter of a meek-eye 
Is lovelier than thy mother's, 
O yes I thou comest, Eva I to 
An angel minister of heavenlj 
The sons of frozen climes can 
Summer's bright smile so glad 
Thy steps to me are lovelier tl 
That roses night's dieek with 



O'DONNELL AND THE F. 

BT CHARLES GAVi 



« that thrills with modest ilouLt, 
A tale of love can ill pouc out : 
Bat, ob 1 when love wore manly guUe. 
And wurior feats woke woman'a sighs — 
WiUi Irish Bword, ou Irish soil, 
I might have won that kingly spoil. 
But then, pcrchiuicc, the Dsstnund race 
Hod deemed to mate with mine di^race; 
For mine's that atrajn of native blood 
Tbat last the Norman laace withstood ; 
And Btill when mountain war was waged 
Their iparlht among the Normans Tiigei, 
And bunt through monj a serried line 
Of IiBCf, Burke, and Geroldbie. 



And jet raethinks in battle press. 
iSy love, I could not love jou less ; 
Tor, oh 1 'twere sweet brave deeds to do 
For our old, sainted land, and jou 1 
To sweep, astonu, through BarrEnsmore, 
With Docwra's scattered ranks before, 
t4ke chaff upon oor northern bloat ; 
Nor reit till Bann's brood waves are paa« 
!nu Inbhar ^es oai flashing line, 
nil Darba's lordlr towcn are mine. 
And backward borne, as seal and ng^ 
The fiiirest maid of Geraldine. 



But, Holy Bride," how sweeter stjil 
A hunted chief an Faugliart hill, 
With all the r^ag Pale behind. 
Bo sweet, so sCrooj^ a foe to Sad f 
Soft love to plant where terror sprung, 
With honey sptich of Irish tongue ; 
Agtia to dare Clnu-GeraH'E awot&a 
w hope ot Kline sweet, stolea woifA. 



Jtsut sure that time is dead a 
When worth alone such lovt 
For hearts are cold, and hac 
And faiUi, and lore» and lov 
Ah, trust me, no ! The pui 
The genial past may still ren 
Still love as then ; and still i 
Strong hearts shall snatch a I 
And to their end right onwar 
As Ema*s tide to Assaroe.* 
Oh ! Saints may strive for Ma 
And warriors watch by leagur 
But poor is all their toil to mil 
Till won's my Bride — my Gera 



2lr) Cl)U|l-Tl)10l 



TRkXSLATSD ntOX THK i 



Oh> m; love «be la, and my colten oge. 

And she dwells in Bal'Dngar -, 
And sbe bears tbc palm of beauty bright 

From the tkirest that in Erin are. 

In Bal'nsgar is the Coolnn, 

Like the berry on tho bough her cheek; 
bright besiity dwells fbr ever 

On her fkir neck and ringlebi sleek ; 
Oh, Bweetcr is her mouth's soft music 

Than the lark or thrash at dawn. 
Or the blackbird in the greenwood singing 

Farewell to the settiDg sun. 

Bise up, mj boy I mnke ready 
My horse, for I forth would ride, 

To follow the modest damsel, 
Where she walks on the green hill side: 
n e'er rince our youth were we plighted, 
la faith, troth, and weiUock tnie — 

Oh. she's sweeter to ma nine Ijmea OTer, 
■Than organ or cuckoo I 

Oh, ever since my childhood 

I lored the fair and dorhng child. 
Bat OUT people came between us. 

And witli lucre our pure love defiled ; 
Oh, my -no it ii, and my bitt«ir pain. 

And I w«ep it night and day, 
Tbat the eoUen baum of my early love 

■■ Torn from my heart awsy. 

Swect-haut and ^thful treasure. 
' Be constant still, and true ; 
Ifor for want of herds and \tDvufe« 
ieareone who would ne'CT\eaHe^wi. 

Wpledffe you the bleweA BftJVe. 

Without and eke wii\\\n, 

(at [fto ikiihful God wVM vw>-»ift.c tot « 
rrithoat thsinta to Vifh « Vin, j 



And my coat around out 



Bri)5)'c>it) B4T) ^c 

BT EDWARD Wi 

IBrighidin ban mo stor is in English/a^ 
ireamtn. The proper Bonnd of this phnuM 
mere Qnglish-Bpeaking ItIbIi. The fbUowi 
finxl them in the case: — ** Brte-dhim-bm 
name Brighit, or Bride, signifies a flay da 
fodden of poetry in the Pagan days of Ire 

I AM a wand'ring minstn 
And Love my only the 

I*Te stray'd beside the pi 
And eke the Shannon*i 

IVe pip'd and play'd to d 
By Barrow, Suir, and 

Diif. novAv mat a tniLirlpn 



It is not that thy siaile ts sweot, 

And soft tliy voice of song- 
It i« not that thou floeit to meet 

My comings lonu and long ; 
Bat thftt doth resit beneath tliy hrcast, 

A hiiart of jiureat cote. 
Whose pulse it! known to me alone, 

20o BniSlt) Bar) dfcop. 



S LAMENTATION OF FELIX M-CARTHT. 




I fix sing my children's death song, thu' 
I'Uj Toioe is fliint and low; 
I Uliie U the heart that's desolate — 
I l^i I wiU mourn their late. 

I 111 dng their death song, tho' the dart 
I It rankling in my heart : 
I No friend is here my panga to soothe, 
I In this deep solitude. 

Kyaep Dot tile widow's grief to see, 
-n wild irith agony I 

""jHi to dear the bridegrooM ta^fti.ti 
■ portoei-'s grave. m 



Yes ! I will sing this s 
Till life's last spark sh 
Like the swan floating 
That murmurs its un^ 

Thou Callaghan, devo 
And Charles of the sil 
Mary and Anne, my ] 
Entombed within an 1 

My four sweet childrc 
Laid in one grave — 
Wound of my soul, tl 
Your death song in oi 

Vain was the blood o: 
And every opening g 
And youth undarken 
Against an early shrc 



es, for his kindred from llie liay, 
lut earthniiht dBrklinR lay. — 
hen do not chide that I shauld mi 



nd mourned not the pure Virgin, wlieii 

er Son, tmnafixed by men, 

'rith'd in tlie throes of his dark agony? 



C miilnlghCs lioar of ailence lUep, 
>al'd In theii balmy Bleep, 
h I crushing Brio^ — oil I scathing blow, 
y lov'd ODGS were laid law, 

ethoaght, when bow'd this bead with tlmi 
round me they would twi: 
or reck'd that I should mi 
thing of nouglit. 

VoB meet to him. affection they should p 

'ho gave them ail his love, 

nd to old age the night concede, 

beir path la lead. 

Muty and Btrongth have left my brow, 
01 care nor wiftdom have I ddw ; 
,ttle the blow of death I dread 
nee ail my hopes hiTo fled. 

a more — no more shall moaic'a voice, 
y heart rejoice — 

ke a br^n-gCrickea fool, whose ear 
clcaM 'gainst earthly cheer, 

bea ^Ailiag at the dead oi cigVtl, 
V aim aiy aching ^ght^ 
r come, and beck'ntaK me w 
rchido my long delay. 



Oh ! in their visits no aff 
I love the pathways by tl 
Soon, by the will of heavi 
To their embrace I'll sprL 

I pity her who never mor* 
Contentment here below : 
Who fed them at the foun 
And hush'd their infant n 

Her faded eyes, her angui 
And her clasp'd hands, so 
Tis she, alas ! of Erin's ds 
Hath seen* the ruin of slat 



PASTHEEN F 

TBAN8LATBD FSOM TE 
BY SAMUEL rKncijrant 



le bloisam lier Ikiboiii nliite, 

. _ . . . _ _ I like the Ofau's on a Muii^li morn brigl 

Then, Ok, come with mc I come with me I o 

with me 1 
On), come with me I brown girl, eweet I 
, And, oh I I would go through bhdw tind sleet 
I If ;ou would come with me, mj brown girl, sweet I 

^ore of my heart, my ^r Fustheen I 

^er cheeks are as rtd as the rose's eheen, 

Etut mj Ups have tuted no more. I ween. 

Ilhui the glass I drank to ihe health of mf queen I 

L Then, Oro, come with me t come with me t come 

I with me 1 

r Oro. came with me 1 brown girl, aweet I 

L And, oh I I would go through anow and sleet 

E If yoo would come with me, my brown girl, aweett 

Were I in the town, where'a mirth and glee, 
B twizt two barrcU of barley bree. 

th my fair Pulheen upon my knee, 

1 1 would drink lo her pleasantly 1 
Then, Oro, come with me ! come with mc I ( 

Oro, come with me I brown girl, sweet 1 

And, oh 1 I would go ihrough snow and aleet 

If you would come with me, my brown girl, sweet 1 

B nights I lay in longing and pain, 
* " ■ '0 bushes, beneath the rain, 

„ 10 see you. iove, once again ; 

[ irhistlo JWd call were all in vain I 
Tben, Oro, come with me I come witli roe 1 ct 

with me I 
Oro, <X)me with me '. brown girl, sweet I 
And, ob J I would go through snow uni 6stft\. 
^joa would come with me, my XwwhqbsVs***** 



And, oh ! I would go throu 
It you would come with me 



THE PATRIOT'j[ 

BY CHARLES GAVj 

Oh I give me back that royal dri 

Wh. ru ^^ ^ancy wrought, 
wnen I have seen your sunny e^ 

A AT :.. Grow moist with thoi 
And fondly hop'd, dear Love, yoi 

A.^i 'A ^*^,spell had caught; 
And laid me down to dream tliat 

nt> u ■^,"* *^"® methought. 

Of how my life's long task wou 
blessed as it ought. 



I i\ lAnwvt 4-/X 1a.~ — 



nasa sjxiuis. 



!•( 



ty that Holy Well in mountain lone. 

Where i'ailh bolicvea 
lia would I blievc) its secret, darliog, wish 

Tho heart achieves. _ 

t, ob, its Saint wita not more pure tban she to whom I 
my fond heart cluaves. 

■eelhc dank mid-winter night 

Pass like a noon, 
Med with thought &om minde that tccmctl, 

And glowed like June : 
here Art would ^ass in sculp'd mid pictured trun 

Ita magic boon ; 
id Momc thrill with monj a haughty strain, 

And dear old tune, 
1 hearts grew sod to hear the destined horn to pBJ 



wake the old weird world that Eleepa 

Id Irish lore ; 
t itraiiiB sweet foreigu Spenser aung 

By Mulla's Bhore; 
■r Cuiran's niry thoughts, like purple birds 

That ^ne and soar ; 
m's flery hopes, and Grattan'a thimder-words 

A nation swore ; 
Ebflwngi that once our own dear Daris song i >h, mell 
hi ling no more. 

Kareh with mother-lore the gifts 

Our land can boast — 
t Ema's isles, Neagh's wooded atones. 

Clue's iron coast i 
dare, whose legends gray our bosoms stir 

With fay and ghost; 
yitoiane, groea Antrim, parpVi G\6MaB!««— 



■afiiry host-. 



In chronicles of clay and stone, uuw 

Was Eire's fame, 
Oh ! we shall see them all, with h 
Mend we two have loved the 

Yet ah I how truer, tend'rer still 

Methought did seem 
That scene of tranquil joy, that hap 

By Dodder's stream ; 
The morning smile, that grew a fixi 

With love-lit beam, 
The ringing laugh, locked hands, ai 

And shining stream 
Of daily love, that made our dail; 
dream. 

For still to me dear friend, dear L( 
Or both^-dear Wife, 

Your image comes with serious tho 
But tender, rife ; 

No petted plaything to caress or c 



\ja a 



e twmlr-eigbUi rest of tile ndgd ot Henrr VDI. ui ul 
IB iDiulii rE^asUnjt tbB habin imd dnvi la ^ni-ral of the Irlita, 
ibflnbT nil ptwDU vera reatmlnud bvm bpluR ahom or iOibtqi sbor* 
he oBn AT from irujlni; RlibbEA, or Cdli1jii« (Iqd^ IdcIuJ od thvtr 

n^ wu written by oati of our bjirda, ]n -which an Irlali virfflii Is nude 
) five the Tirelbreiiee to her dur CimlEn ( or ttie yimth with the flaw- 
ig lockiX ID all itrangen (byntalch the EogUsli Tore miuuitl, oc thoaB 
'bo wore ttielr baliLti; Ot tlilB song tbo olr aJodq hu reached as, 
Bcl is ocdtotuU)' Admired, — Ifatter, oi ^uofsd in Jfwn'c JMo^hi. 
11 *o Jiai^wum bDwerer. im toniiiig U> tbe abcre statntfl, tbiitDO 
iRitlun li to be tDiua therdn of the Cuolin. But hi the jear 139$. a 

■ore Uiin Eiproriy namn the Cimlbi. and inlDiitBly doseriboi it Ibr 
■ more ellbctuQl vrebiblclon. Thii, the onlv BiBtDte made ia Inland 
d (brlT-Cwo yeBia 
CBK irf 11, une of 

Eh [be Enpih diUrtcti, lUd, hi n- won 

u ereuB vas made in wrlthijn bv tbe Officm ttt the Crav^ IE woa 
n thia occoalDD Lhut tlie Ljird, evur adlicdvn to national lublti oudea- 
nured to fin the pan Idqud ol a cnafcmiiliig ddolWD ; and, hi the 

donuDaalsof ftrelEO Guhlun — Dulittn PenHS Jtvmil.i 

7ke tait time alic looked in the Cit» of her dear, 
Ihe bnallied not it Eigh, and ahe slied not n Kax ; 
lot ahe took up bia liitrp, and sbe kiwed hU culd oheek — 
• Til the first, and the last, for thy Norah to seek." 

tebeaaty nnd bravcty Cathan vaa known, 
bid Uie long flowing coulin he i¥ore inTyninei 
Ike iweetest of aingcrs and harpers was he. 
Ul orer the North, from the Qann to the «oa. 

5"CT the marBbes of DubUn he often vioviW tufc, 

Pa ibe e^eaa of O'Toole, wliero lie mil ■w\\,\\\v\»V.fe*» 

fid at parting tbey pledged llial, noxl loXiai™'"'^ 



mpMci 



■c for iho lust limt:, nni Wat \\-;t ^■«-»'i 



Tb. brid. b™ STOW, f^ ■■ f "S 
For the Lammas is come, and uo brio 
S S. he.rk.mi ai !!.».•*"■ J 
is lio K>«ml ot hi. hifl. ui *" •'« 

Her oalfrey ie pillioned. and she hw 
S'CSJru|g.4r«rd.ba.l»J^» 
Where EbWe strong castle frorras 
iSThe^l .1 her C.tban W>«i« • 

-me Lords of the CseUe bad mutdep 
SlSor the wearing that poor ta 
for the .ord she had W;'" "J* 
Her lover, too food sad too taitblul. 

■Ttras then that she looked in the^ 
She loathed «> . sigh. """".^ 
--« look np hi. harp and .ho kiB« 
(ewell I 'tis the first for th? No 



tewo mt.rujfl. 



MAUBTEEN. 



Bot where is Mauiyuca ? 



P 



pleasant prospect etill lietU before me, — 
er— the moantain — the rnUey of gceen ; 

heaven itgelf (a bright bleasingl) is o'er me: — 

" where is Mauryeen ? 



HI loitl likeadream that bath come aod departed 
(Ah, why are the lored and the lost ever seen ?) 
^ hu fslleD — hftth flown — with a loTei &1sG-hearted — 
So moura for Mauryeen ! 

■id ebe who so loved lier is Aejn — (the poor mother !) 
Struck dead in a day by a ebadoff imeeen ; 
Bd the home we once loved is the home of unotber — 
And lost is Mauryeen ! 

it Shannon, a moment Ly tliee let me ponder — 

It IimIc bact( to tlie things ttiat have heen ; 
k away to the world, where the ruin'd onea wander, 
" k for Manryeen I 

tant, perhaps, 'neath tlie frown of high Ileivcii, 
ams the dark descrU of sorrow unseen, 
— unknown ; biu I — / shall know eYvn 
tt shall of Mauryeen t 




The flteam is over. 
The viBion hM flown ; 
Bead leaves are IJ^K 
Where Tosra have MDwa 

Witlier'd and sticwn 
Xretbe hopes IcheMlie 
AU have penshed 
But gcicE alone- 

Mt hcMt WM a garf™ 
Where freali leaves grrtq 
Floi-era there were ma^ 
And WBedn a te« ; i 

Cold winds We*. 
And the frosts came 
Eor flowers wJU wittier, 
■ ' roeds lenow 1 



,teIgMlolM»i 



:1 



Rmned anil gray 
Are Ihe wwers I ImilJed ; 
And tbe beims that gilded— 
Ah 1 where are tbey » 

Once this world 
Was fresh ami bright, 
With its golden noon 
And iM starry night ; 
OiaA and light, 



These were the days 

Of story and song. 

When Hupe had a meaning 

And F^th wsa etrong. 

" lAte will be long. 

And lit with Love's gleaming! 

Such were my d — " " 

But, ah t how w 

Youth's illuBuins. 
One by one. 
Have paased like clouds 
That the snn looked on. 
While morning shone. 
How purple their fringes 
How ashy their tinges 
Wlieo that was gone 1 

DarlmeBs that cometh 
Ere mom has flefl — 
Boughs that wither 
£IrG fruits are shed — 
Veatb bells instead 
Of a bridal's pfaiiag»-~ 
8aeb are my f^eling&i 
Siaoe Hope is dead 1 




lu beams anJ minii 

Feed but clpclcs luid tliiallea — 

And surrow wliisilPS 

O'et desert plains : 

Tlie dove will fly 
From B ruined neet— 
Love will not dwell 
In a, tronbled breaat — . 
The heart has no zest 
To sweeten life's dolor — 
If Lore, the Consoler, 
Be not its gneet! 

Hie dream is over. 
The viaion ba« flown ; 
Dead leavea are Ijing 
Where roses hare blown ; 
Wither'd and strown 
Are the hopes I cheriibcd, 
All ture perished 
But grief alone '. 

TODNQ KATE OF KlLCUMMEIt. 

Iho town 0( Dpnoratlo.l 

TBBRa are floveti in the Tnlley, 

And fhiit on the bill, ' 
Sweet-scented and smtling. 

Resort where jou will. 
But the sweetest and brigbCcat, 

In spring-time or aumiDer, 
I» the prl of my heart, 

ITie young I^te of KUcnuHnei . 

Ob I I'll wnnder from lUy-btctit 
._^aigbfe gloomy fall, 

■"" "" 't at all. 



By yon mountain UppM w 
By the torrent foaming loi _ 
By the dingle where the purpl*] 
Where the Alpine flow "red 
And where bounds the n' 



Willi what <lclight in Bommi 

light gloom, 
The nir eo full of fragrance fi 

hlooui. ^ 

And our lienrts bo full of joy— J 

.Aad ve wandered both tosetbs^ 



POLITICAL BALLADS. 



I ■! ' 1.1 I ■ I 

HE MUaTBEt OF TSB NORTH. 

BT «f,ABf^1M ilAYAV DUVFT. 

ff and have always denied, the allied maaiacre of 1641. 
e people xoae under tbeir Cbiefe, seized the Engliab towoa, 
3d the Engliflh setUerB, and in doing fio conunitted many 

8 undeniable — aa is equally the desporate prorocation. The 

9 pfinted is net meant as ap i^Kdogy fiir ifaeae efjcemea, 
condemn and lament, but as a true representation of the 

tbfi lD$fxrg!fatB tft ^ flist m^Ub^eas of success.] 

Y 1 the ^ i9 coime at la3t> the day of hope and 

ide, 

I our crackling bonfires light old Banna's joyM 

3e» 

clsome bell, and bugle horn, from Inbhar V cap- 

LOW they tell the Saxon swixie, this land is ours, 

0od4 my eyes bave'Seen Hjae nosomed fields of 
own, 

have drunk the joyM news, " Stout Feidhlimf 
i,th his own." 
y they s^e and hear no more, oh 1 may they rot 

yejiskge^ to teiumph in ^ ^^soss^sss^ ^ \^^^ 




■mounti. 
Come, trample down their kA 

venal spawn, . 

Their foreign la*'- '^^ "'^'f 

unil their lawn, 
"With aU the speciouB ftj of &* 

And plant'oor ancient IftWi I 
throne, j 

rour BlandiLTd flies o'er fifty tol 

' aand men ; ^m 

Down have *e pinck'd the p 

The Green alone ahall stream 

flood— 

The spotless Green, save wUOl 

with Saxon bloodjj 

ty ! t no, no ; you dare not, 

ther, dare . . r, ,^ 

3t to i» now that Godlfl 



■j — could we •' forget — forgive," if we were cIoJb of 

i nuTtyred prieats, our banjehed chiefs, our itu. 

dark decay, 
worse thiui all — you know it. Piiesl — the daughturt 



r 






lotil tlie Bword w 



.1 w£ll, if you neede □ 



Itjr for all oiir comrades tn 
he prison.boand wbo rot i 

irbo poured 
It^ blood 'oeatli Temple') 

" .n sword. 



lawless a: 



r Paraons' ruf- 



I' amote ub witli the Bweorer'a oath, and with the 
iDurdcrcr'fl knife, 
n Uie open Held will fight, fairly for land and life : 
hy the Dead aod all Qieir wrongs, and by our 
faopea to-day, 
of at twain shall fight their last, 
they— 

rbey banned our foitli, they banned oui lives, they trod 

Jntil our very patience Btiired their hitter heftrta 

j, mirth 1 

mtat this great flame that wraps them now, not tee bnt 

K they have bred, 

tS>t this is tlicir own work, and now, thdr work be on 

"■ theit head. 



of llclp&OIC 1*;\(«.\»X'»^'5^* 




tyrant's rod. 
And pale Dunsany still prefe 
Little we heed their fether'fi 

Pale, 
If Irish hearts and Irish h 

and mail? 

Then, let them stay to bow ( 

nihg words ; 
I fear me more their courtly 

ling swdrds ; 
Natheless their creed they h 

hates, 
Oonld they lore ns and 1 

men's lost estates 1 

Our rude ariray*s a jagged : 

power. 
Or need we wd. His aid we 

cious hout ; 
Of yore He led his Hebrew 

and pain. 



f(tFPet1iren, on / — O'NKiU'B ilcar shsiJo would frown 
see you pnuiie — 

shed Hugh, our marlyceil Ilugii, Im's wateliing 
rr your cjiusy— 
■oaa error loct the Iwul — he deom'it the Nor- 



DABK BOSALEEM. 



Hill I* Linlo lEoae). wu wiltHsn Id Itio teiat of Elknbeili b; una 
bapoetaof Ibe galaHMed TImiiiulUBi ctdsAiilii, Hngh'lhs Rad 
noneU. II pnrpocw to In bi ■Il«gD[lul sUna* fnnn Hofb tc Irs- 
1 on the anlject of hit lore and rinigalM R« b«r, and bl> rsolre V> 
e her i)tiln to Uu gloiloai poiUiiiDKie bsM u a luUim befbre the 
..jinn rt ihfl Runn nii KomilD Ipollan. Ilu tisa ctamcMr and 
ivaiUlmtmuwUbvbleb Itibouid^ Hd to ' — 



■Us of the tsontUva I 

Ri>«hlch I nmd nlU 

p moiIlDDed 10 ihe 

tfinltiDdUBcnlUli 



; stmiim— thn IntelllBenl imdoi 



ir nilTif 



0,»rt Dark Rosaleen, 

Do not Bigh, do not weep I 
The prieitB are on the oceaa groen, 

lliey march along the deep. 
Tbere'i wino.. .(hun the royal Pope, 

Upon the oceaa greea ; 
And Swundi ale disJl give yo^ Vwi^. 

Hf Dark Bowileen I 

jHc own Bosaleen ! 
'*»// gfltorf jronr heart, aluiU »•»« Tr««.*»\^i 

*^«ir (riwr j^ henUCh. aad h ^*-— - 

■■/)«rfc Jiosaleenl 



g." 



A aasned across un 
•^9r there was lightani 

My Dark Kosaleen 

My own Rosaleen I 
^^\t*»«re was Ughtni 
lied h^tning Ughten 

My Dark Rosaleen 



< : 1 



All day long, in unres 

To and fro, do I mo 

Ihe very soul within r 

Is wasted for you, lo 
Ihe heart...in my bosc 
To think of you, my 
^yJ^V'^^^^^niyBaiu 
My Dark Rosaleen I 
My own Rosaleen I 
lo hear your sweet and 
V^^ my love, my sa 
My Dark Rosaleen I 



Over dewi, over Eande, 

Will I fly, for your weal : 
Your boty deUcate wbitc hADdii 

Shall girdle me with steel. 
At home in jour emerald bowers. 

From momiag's dawn till e'en, 
You'll pray for me, my flower of flowert. 

My Dark Kosateen I 

My fond Rosaleeo I 
Tou'il thiukof me through daylight's hours, 



J uould BCale tlie blue itir, 

I could plou);li the liigh hills, 
Oh, I could kneel all night in prayer, 

To heal your mnny ills 1 
And one beamy emilc &om you 

Would Soat like light between 
My toilB and mc. my own, my true, 

My Dark RoHaleen ! 

My food Itogiileeu 1 
WoiUd giTo Die life and eoul aocw, 
A Becond life, a soul anew, 

My Dark Roealeea I 

O ! the Erne shall run red 

With redundance of blood, 
The earth eball roek beneuth our trcuil 

Aud flames wrap lull and wood, 
And gun-peol, and slogan CTy, 

Wake nnuy a glen serene, 
Ere you ihall fkde, ere yon shall die. 

My Dark Rosaleen I 

My own Kosalcen ! 
The Judgment Hour musl 6rtrt.\ie tiv 
Ere you can fade, ere you can ^'a. 



■u3 



Ah, Drimin Dhu de^i^, a piide^l 
Ah, where are your folks, 'ace tboy ii 
They're down in the ground, .'nea^ i 
Expecting King James with the gmw 

But if I could get sight of ^the «MtMi 
By night and &y travelling to Lond( 
Over mountains of mist and soft moc 
Till I'd beat on the kettlcMiiiims, X>r 

Welcome home, welcome %ooie, I>rii 
Good was your sweet milk, Ibr-drinl 
With your fkce tike a rose, and your 
I'll part from yom never, ah, ^Brimi] 



SHANE BWEDB; OtL, Tfife CA' 

6A£L. 



I{ WMIi a many ^g\\a and tcora. 
I'Bunk in amAuew,...! doriDl}' poDilorod 
All the wrong! uttr.,.k)et land endurM 
In those latter nieht-Uaok yjjare. 
" How," 1 rouaed, " lia» het wiwtli depwled 1 
What a niiii...lier fame U nowl 
We, ODCe Iree-eet <^ She Free. 
II We are trampled... and broken^iearted : 

Yea, even oar Pmn<!8B...t)ieiiiselvut must boir 
Lcnr befoi^e Hie vile bhase Bwee I"* 

^XTlgli a etream, in. ..a graasy hollow. 

Tired, at lengtti, I. ..la; dowu to rest — 

There the birde and bahny air 
de new reverieB... and cheerier follow. 
Waking newlf... within my breast 
Thongbts thSit cheated my despair. 
HWm I waking.. .or was I dreasiing? 

Iglaoced up, and.. .heboid! thereshoae 
'Such a vision over me! 
A TOQDg gtll, bright.. .aa Grin's beaming I 
Guardian spirit — tidw sad and lone. 
Through the fipolUng of Slisnu Owce I 

, fbr pencil. ..to paint the golden 
Loclu that waved in... luxuriant bIiccu 
To her feet of lilllly light I 
{(Kot the Fleece that.. .in ages olden 
Jaton boiG o'er... the ocean green 
' Into UeUaa, gleamed bo bright.) 
S&jid the eyehT0ws,..1hin.arch'd over 
Her mild eyoe, and. ..more, even more 
Beautiful, methaught, to see 
triiftn thiwe TainbOM'B...Ihat wont to hover 
O'er OUT blue ialand-lakea of yoie. 
Ere the Spoiling by &^i&ne 'BtwcaX 

MAMAa roIlowJohn, a. nwno uw^^.*^'™ * 
uaaAerwMnlsiaJiiaHHicrBniaaiswniiUl- 



Hmea bave darkenedi-.(u 

AltaiB crumblei...uid ci 

Out groans liag thiot 

StiU, despond nol ! HE co 

He, the Man, who shall 

The PROUD CAPTI 

Here the TitDubed ;...Mid 

Blent with joy, rose. ..ft 

Homeward over mooi 

O, Great Godl Thoa...&' 

Life and streogtb, unto 

Thou, who Bwayest a 

Hearts and councils,. ..thr 

Wake through Europe. 

And on every shore i 

From the Blackwater to t 

Freedom's Bell will...ei 

The deep death-knell 



^p tuna BiUiDB. 'vH 

Bvched in the bleased light of Leaven, bcuealli thlH 
■ open aky, V 

Strong in the might of sacred nitiBT, that oune duvfl 

oak tliam why ? | 

iTbeae are the lUvea, the needy knaves, ye spit upon 1 

with Bcorn— I 

the spawn of earth, of nameless birth, and baset7 bred I 

Vet know, ye weak and ailken larda, were we the tUing 1 

IT broad domiuDa, your coffered gains, your lives wertj 
oiira to-day I ■ 

■aim; tbac rank, from fiank to flank i 'tis fifty thonj 

Band strong -, ]H 

d mark you here, in front and rear, brigades as deapH 

and long; I 

^^d know that never blade of foe, or Arran'i deadlf 

led by aagay of storm or &ay, more danntless UeartB 

than these; 
B siaewj Smith, little he recks of his own child — the 

e men of gear, think you tbey f!eai Iheir handiwork 

—a Lord? 
td undismayed, yon sons of trade might si 

tie's &ont, 
Ito bravely bore, nor bowed before, the de 

bat lack we here of show and form that lure you 

kemttci death? 
It ierried .bands, nor sinewy bauds, nor music's mat- 

tial breath ; 
|d if we broke the slavish yoke our suppliant race ' 
eudnre, 
mbbera we — but chivalry — l\ie Aims ot ftwi ■?«««. 
(» j'e noM-, ye Lordly i:rew. t.\i6,*. 4o ^ova\)t»K" 

wrung— 
^ "" ^"^ tail braggart inoVi, XiM^t "oafififl 



ex-aa^ 



Jewell 

Keep your vile gain, and ii 

fuels. 
We envy not your lordly ] 

ance; 

But ye have that we claim 

^ abeyance: 

I«MtiretoHve,lei8Tire-to.lo 
dom 

Ohl Buff W poor, oh I pa 
need them I ^ 

And city slave or rustic serf 

Where Frank and Tuscan 

Tc XT °^*^P ^» theirs— 

If Norway's toil make jich tl 

rears — 
O'er Maine's green sward the 

Lord on high; 
But we-M-e serfs in our own L 



DC, joia our (nnda— hen take oivliunilt — now shM 

uQ liitii Uiat lingers, 
rchant or Peer, yon bnve no fi'ar from kboiir's liM 

tcred fluRers. 
ne, join at latt — pmiA the pas*— its tnutors, its t 

laA names and «ld, fraiA bearta and bcld, cooe ja 

and be our iieaAen. 
t tnow, velord*, that be your swords with us or wii 

tvca be our gvids, vx ToUers hide this lot ofthame I 



THE IWIEAM 'OF JOHN MAC DOSNELL. 



lahn'*>fiuiIViiiiic11, nmsUyoUled Mtc DoniMdl Claragh, tiom 
r redience, "m « native of tbe Conniy of Cork, ami msj 
d ainDiuI thD Snl ol the patSly Irish poen of Ui8 luat coot 

energy. Ibsir pleQ' of lone, nad tho pMtlotlc iplrlt Ui^ ei 
^^j muiiftiL The fidlowlDg la ona of thonp wd douvu t 
Ipledii D nn; Enrloiu UpogrBplilcal "JacabUe [ellc.' 

kV in unrest — otd thongliti of :pun, 
Hiat I *tTU(celcd is vidn to nnotlier. 

e midnigbt «pec(raa lunnteS my l>nun 

turk foDtasies clioscd each othet -, 
JM, lot a JV^ure-^who might U Wi- 
tall fyir Sgarc Blood neBrime\ 
iJu«fitit 6e? jkn imwaalBaiuWin' 
«" wwd sent to cliccr mc' 



Tliough ytaii liarc rolloJ since then, jt 

My mtmory tlirillmBly line^rs 
On bet awfol eliarma, ber wsxcd brow. 

Her pale translacent flngera ; — 
Her ejas that mirrored a, vonder-woild, 

Her mien of uneorthlj mildnese. 
And her waving raven treaaes that curie 

To the grounil in beauCifui wildneBS. 

"Whence earnest thou. Spirit?'* I aabei 

' • Thou art not one of the Bonistied 7" 
Aliu, for me '. she answered nought, 

But rose aloft and vaauhed ; 
And a radiance, lihe to a glory, beamed 

In the light she left behind her. 
Long time I wept, and at last mcdieante 

I left my shieling to find her. 

And first I turned to the thunderous No 

To Gruagaeb's manaion kingly : 
Untoucliiag the earth, I then sped forth 

To Inyer-Iough, and the shingly 
And shining strand of the fishful Erne, 

And thence to Croachan the golden, 
Of whose resplendent palace ye learn 

80 numy a marvel oldeu ! 

I saw the Mourna's billowB flow — 

I passed the walls of Shenndy, 
And stood in the hero-thronged Ardroe, 

Embosbed amid greenwoods shady ; 
And visited that proud pile that stands 

Above the Boyne's broad waters, 
Wliere ^Dtpis dwells with his warrior-tH 

And the fairest of Ulster's dai^hters. 

To Ihe lialJa of Mac Lit, to Cxii6\tt«'* \ 
To IWa, the glory ot Brm, 
: To the fiiry palace that gVaaiioiV^* 
' On the peak of tlic Wuo C«wtal'** 



, I want west and eiut — 

_t tnvelled eeaward aad shoreward — 
9nt thna was I greeted in Said atid at feaet — 
"-Thy way lies onward and foreword !'* 

^t l&it I reached, I wist not how, 

The royal towers of Ival, 
(Thich, under the cliff's gigantic brow, 

Still rise without a rivid ; 
Ind here were Tboiuood's uhieftama all, 

With armour, sad sworde, and lances, 
&jid here sweet music filled the hall, 

And danuels charmed with dances. 

fcnd here, at leogth, on a silvery throne, 

Half seate;], half reclining, 
With forehead white aa the oinrbie stone, 

And garments bo atarrily shining, 

Aod featoreB Wyood the poet's pen — 

The sweetest, saddest features — 

ared before me once agen, 

,t feirest of Living Creatures ! 

ar, mortal I" she said, with a sigh, 

I* And hear my mournful story I 
_K Gusrdlaa- Spirit of Erin am I, 
' But dimmed is mine ancient glory. 
Hy priests are banished, my warriors wear 

No longer Victory's garlaid j 
And my Child,* my Son, my beluvcd Heir, 
, b aji exile in a far land '." 

Efceard no more — 1 saw no more — 

Lpiie bands of slumber were broken ; 

bd palace and hero, and river and shurc, 

'' Hod vanished, and left no token. 

DiMolved was the spell that liod bo\lt\d m^ NiUL, 

And ray fkacy thus for a season ■, 
All a lurroir therefore hangs over me s\!\^, 
■Dmpite of the teachings of KeaaunV 



I 



• Charlia Stu 



For roused U the blood of the taU 
The pride of the confliol wlwn ro«> 
And the heroes of Bargj and B"™ 
In the shock ever foramoat. in 

Oh ' Boon will the hearth* of the g 
And their halU but re-echo the * 
And the red flame sball buwt W 

For the hour of our fin 

The men of the mountain are dow 
And the flags of Slielboniy are W 
And tho' gentle Oie Forth, yet M 
For the mildest in peace u« Dtt q 



The cold-blooded S 

Like the red rook be P---^ — 
There, pulaelesa and cold, tlie pi 

,., _ .^- .1 .iffiiTi Invnutof tl 



8, long she may call liiiu from buttle in voic — 
c ngbt oC her lover alio ne'er ihall regain : 
Iccdd ia hU bosom, uid crlniaon tiis brtnr, 
A Bte night wind Is sighing ita dirge o'er him ni 



THE 0RAN0EMAN8 WIFE. 

ST CATIOLL MALOHE. 

I WANDEn by the limpitl sliore, 

When fleliia and flovrrcta bloom ; 
But, ob I my heart ii *ul and sore — 

My soul is sunk in glooifl — 
All isty I cry olione 1 ohone t 

I weep &<»n night till morn — 
I wish that I were dead and gono. 

te ne*(ff had been botn. 

My fethCT dwelt beside Tyrone, 

And with him childrea flre ; 
Bat 1 to Charlenionl hod gone. 

At service there to Utb. 
O brothers fond I O aistcr dear I 

Ho* ill I paid your tore 1 
O father 1 father I bow I ftar 

To meet tky soul aboTC ! 

My mother left ub long ^o, — 
A lovely corpse was she, — 

Bat we bjid longer days of wo 
In tluB sad world to be. 

ID" feazy dnja will booq lie itowc — 
/ pine in ^ief forioru ■, 

r wie/i that I were flcai Mid e^na. 

Vr never liad been born. 



Oni n~. . "" "■«'■ to 







THE IRISH CHIEFS. 



1 



I lived like an Ibish Chief, when hearts 

fteeh and true, 

f thought, likeapealinglieU, would quicken 

through and thmugb; 

1 of a gen'roua liope right Boon to a fieiy 



)h ! the iron graap, 

Ind the kindly claap, 

d the laugh so fond and gaj ; 

Lnd the roaring board, 

tnd the read; gword, 

le the types of thM vanished day. 

I lived SB Brian tired, and to die i 

win with the swoid, andsmHc,* ei 

ring hi» bride. 

fbrce iu a kingly host, and rule it with 

>■ pride, 

the girt of its guardian swords o 

lad when ago waa post, 

lnd when death came fiiat, 

look with a softened eye 

)ii a happy race 

¥iu> had lored his face, 

d tA die aa a king should die. 



Brtui I> caned iin mrariier, Via; . 

(B/, the Kattored and IobIdub ■sowct* o* — _.-i:i"r 
''(J-, ami rnlad It hlmBOW, liy WveWao'Vft'lVnsTi^Jv'-'' 



I 
I 



They forcea mj 

God grant my fiEither rest I 
For the captain of the wrecke 

A bayonet through his brea 

It was a dreadful, dreadfiil ye 

And I was blindly led, 
In love, and loneliness, and fe 

A loyal man to wed ; 
And still my heart is his alon 

It breaks, but cannot turn : 
I Mrish that I were dead and f 

Or never had been bom. 

Next year we lived in quiet 
And kjlssed our infimt boy 

And peace had spread her ¥ 
Our dwelling at the Moy. 

And then my wayworn bro' 
To share' our peace and r 

And poor lost Rose, to hid( 



THE IRISH CHIEFS. 



^ to have lived like an laisH Chief, wlien li carta 

were fresh and true, 
4 B manly thought, iike a pealing bell, would quicken 

them through and through ; 
i the seed of a, gen'roua hope right soon to a, flerjr 
action grew, 

en would have ecorned to talk, Jiod talk, anil 
never a deed to do. 

Oh ! the iron grasp, 
And the kindl; claep, 
And the lai^h so fond and gaj ; 
And the roaring hoard. 
And the ready Bword, 
Were the typea of that vanished day. 



b 1 to have lived oi Brian lived, and to die as Brian 

died; 
ll land to win with the Bword, and Bmile,* as a ' 
rior wins his bride, 
nitit* force In a kingly host, and role it with 

kingly pride, 
'itiU in the girt of its gUBrdian swordi over vi 
fields to ride ; 

And when age was past. 
And when death came fest. 
To look with a aoltened eye 
On a happy race 
Who had loved hii face, 
And to die as a king ehould die. 



I It calleil an nmrper, VnasnnuSi 
md mied Vt Mmself, iJj "•- "■ 




f ' ftUU Olttvco ywx^x, uw.^-,^. 



And to besr tbe bnod 
AVlth an egual band. 

like a aoldier of Ttvm 9 
And, oh 1 Saints, to d 
While onr fla^ flev hi 

Nor to look on its fall fa 



Oh 1 to have Mred m GoittBi Un 

manly years. 
To thunder again those wokl won 

clash of spean ; 
Once more to blend for a holy e 

priests, and peers, 
Tin Ex^land raged, like a baffle 
our Volunteers. 

And, oh I best of aH, 
Far rather to fijl 
{With a blesseder C«te 1 
On a con^u'ring field 

nP*i«i^ tn\Pt -riffht to Ti< 
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And with Brian's will. 

And with Owen's skill, 
And with glorious Grattan's love, 

He had freed us soon — 

But death darkened his noon, 
And he sits with the saints above. 

1 could 70U live as Davis lived — ^kind Heaven be his 

bed! 
th an eye to guide, and a hand to rule, and a calm 

and a kin^ head, 
d a heart ftom whence, like a Holy Wdl, the soul of 

bis land was fed, 
need to cry on the days of old that your hoUest hope 
be sped. 

Then scorn to pray 
For a bye-past day — 
The whine of the sightless dumb ! 
To the true and wise 
Let a king arise, 
And a holier day is come ! 



1 



MISCELLIKEOI 



mraiUbla, m^ not b, _ 

•hodld not IbraM Hie mu 
I»d7 from wbldi. in thli 






raWB B±tt*BH. 

Then liownirarJa I did bund my way. 
For ttUl. whate'er eome wild ones eaj. 

The bsrren heath or tniway rotk 

Cap't fumiflh much w-hereon to dine. 
"Twas a spring's day, the birds were seen 

Peeping by stealth froin biish and spray, 
The fields all round looked fresli and green. 

And then to hear the small bird^ aing, 

It was, in sootb, a cheering thing. 
ITrom childhood among birds I've been, 

Catching their noWs from brake and bough, 
To me their songs were ever dear ; 
But there was something o'er me here, 
■"t the soft air or sky so clear, 

Hue spell or charm mixt with the scene, 

That gave tbo«e songs new beauty now. 

Oh I who. thought I. would not be gay, 
^joying thit sweet hour like me i 
man that moment crosaed my way, 
Who ahowed small sign of gaiety. 
own o'er his brow his liat he drow, 
I aaw him turn and wipe hii eyes ; 
hat he in trouble waa, I knew, 
But knew not whence it might arise. 

Good friend," said I, " what makca thee weep, 
at may your crost or trouble be ?" 
Tioable enough, I have," qnoth he, 
"It spoila my meals, it breaks myileep. 
To chance on any aide I aee, 
lot through life ia misery. 
. 'et it is weak to yield to grief, 
VoT hours, for days, this cheek or eye 
Have seldom been a moment dry ; 
lis, A I s^, a foolish thing 
To ery when lears no aid can bTinn ■, 
-Ul do I (iiink that when tliey lafi. 
ey ease tin's wretched hewi >«iI\\b.\, ■ 
Ind^'re the beavy heart re\iet. J 



poc 



And got bat Mrty, «»ui.j[ vy-m 
My wife Bhe w«« • »trugglar wojl 
And did »B mucli aa wife could m 
StiU did we find it hard indeed J 
The cliildreo and ourBelvos to £M 
But yet we Bhoold have heen co4 
A« we stood clear of tax or rent 4 
We had the little eottage &^. 1 
For of the gate we kept tlie keya 

" And as lUe years all sl^^lyjl 

For many a guest that gate I am 

For many a visitor came thefej 

Fine gentle foDcs of each degl 

Sca-offlcers with carelefla air, J 

And rosy squires aU muni •■ 

And capluna and gay comett ■ 

In their rich dress of red or hWj 

And Buoh I still was glad to MJ 

, For they had a clieetfDl lot* qj 

L They bore no made-up look i^ 

i-WliPTB the bad heart beUed tug 



IKIBB DAIXADe, 

To grunt and groan around ■ny lady, 
To turn her uheerfuinesa to gall. 

To liave vile aloriea ever ready. 
To get bcr miiid against us kII. 

'Tiraa in this wny the cnoUug clan 

Tlieir work of godliDosB bvgun. 

• Each child, each fool, alwat the hnJl, 

Got texts guitc pnt for erery thing; 

Kew birth— new light^-oonverslon — call. 

Seemed ever in one's ears to ring. 
Hy wife and I kept from the place, 
We wanted not this extra grace ; 
We longed nol for tlio saints' debating, 
We cared not for mere children's prating; 
Who settled puints that, as we're ttild, 
Pnziled the wiaost heads of old ; 
We wished in quietness to stay, 
And tread our own plain level way ; 
To leave new-fangled creed« untj-iod. 
And die as those before ua died. 



■' My two poor boya at school had been. 
And for their time got on quite well : 
The master was a worthy man, 
One who much better days had soen ; 

Bat when misfbrtunc on him fell, 
Beride the chapel on the green 
He took a cottage, and began 
To train those children who could bring 
From week to week the smallest thing j 
A very trifle satisfied him, 

■ And none of what he asked denied luni. 

I ' ' My lady built n Sunday school, 

■ At leait sJie lent her aid ; 
mAnd there Utey fixt a solemn foo\, 

■ L, "''"' ff^oanetT. nnd preaehet\, aufi ^xo-it^- 
fc'-S' .llJTong the name 1 ga-ie. 



With certain ruin full in view ; 
If even one murmuring word is f 
Or one capricious order broken? 

*• I sent my boys with heavy heo 

Their cluuice withal to try ; 
I knew I played a guilty part. 

But what resource had I ? 
I knew their faith was placed in 
By listening to this canting strai 
To me their ancient faith was d( 
But if my lady chanced to hear 
One lingering growl, for me or 

There was no choice, no pros] 
But friendless in some ditch to ] 

Of shelter, food, and work b 
This was what baidked me thro 
And see to this *tis come at last 

•* We were not long in finding 



By a Btrange name — 'twas, m I guces, 
A roaring ' howling wilderneBi,' 
Wliere the great fliaid might freely prowl. 
And pounce upon each ' bat imd owl ;' 
For H> he styled those little oinncra 
Who were in grace Dot e'en beginners. 

"He got tbifl maggot in hia brain. 

It bit bim o'er and o'er agun ( 

It urged him to liifl holy work, 

To tear the beast, the Pope, aud Torli. 

Each urchin in his favour grew,' 

Wlio soured him in this yious view ; 

The beat boy's merit was but smnll. 

ITnless he learned to twbt St. I'aul ; 

Or from bis book had morsels ready 

To tlirow at the old Scarlet Lady ; 

For by this name did be presume 

To ciJl the blessed Chnrch of Itome. 

But they were in his chosen class, 

Who mocked the priest aoi] etiud from mass 

Who threw their parenta' creed aside, 

And took My Lady for Ibcir guide. 

Of these njy eldest boy was one — 

I can't say how his change begun — 

But saw it soon — one evening ho 

Spoke, as I thought, too flippantly 

Oif holy thinjitB ; I checked his tongue, 

But he would not be silent long : 

lie growled, and in the cant of school 

Called me a superstitious fool ; 

And then he laughed all loud and gay. 

To aeo me fbr the moment stare ; 
I stared indeed, and cursed tliu day 

That left him in the Swaddlcr's I'arc. 
NeM mom, more mistUicf to prcveW., 
Uig brother and liimsclf were MjnV 
lb tlie old school upow the eruen. 



.E least 1 tbund sc 






'■ Ay, Sit ! before two da.yj 
My puDiabmetit was settlaq 
The holy teacher lost no ti 
In blozomng loith my h^ 
l>owa to our door the atesi 
And told me, in tug lady's 
That though the snow waa 

Though chill and frosty 1 
By_ine uew quarters must ■ 



Togj 



lelu 



For I txmld stop no long! 
■ I'm Borry for your loss,' * 
(I thought lie spoke it snei 
' But if you wi^ employinL 

Or shelter from the winfl 
Why, yield you to my lad^ 

And she may pardon " 
Ydur best and surest w„j 

Tlie teacher's favour t* 
Stick not so hard to PoperjS 

But bring the youngstej 



d team wliat priceta have never taught, 
□ever dwelt on as they ought ; 
this, perhaps, you gain your end, 
a hold your place and keep your friend. 
is is my counsel, ae 1 live, , 
fiiendship I this counsel give ; 
^t if yon, like a itubborn dance. 
Will ding thia good advice aside, 
^hy in Heaven's name, then, be at once 
The comforts of etarvadon tried ; 
"irtli, and wisli, perhaps too late, 
he warm cottage at tlie g»ie.' 

Then let starvation come,' said 1. 
Heaven in its hoar will help the pour — 
"^e'U beg our way from door to door, 
nd if no food we can procure. 
The worst that waits ua is to die. 
at, oh 1 it is not fair to try 
r tempt a struggling man like mc 

practise vile hypocrisy. 
o ' let my lady's anger t^U 
rpon me — I can bear it all : 
-'1 to my tether's fiuth I'll keep, 

d take this boy. this poor stray ehvep, 
im where the wolves grin greedily.' 

' 'Father, mistake ran not,' said he, 

1 cannot, will not dwell with thee ; 
may not walk upon thy path, 

nien Heaven thus murks thee in its wratii 
Vhy should I grope in daikness still, 
iFhen it has been the Lord's good will 
To bless me with a ray of light, 
bid make rue sinless, pate and \>t\%^\.''. 
iJum Satan's power I now HtanA faw, 
ivm that and hell-bom Po-pcty -, 
» my good teacher I shaW gn, 

'•^ be wilt bn mw fri»n,1 l Imnw.' 



I could not— but I looked it alL 

** Thej turned us out, on the road 

In an old shed we dwell : 
With food, with firing unsupplied ; 
Of clothes and bedding nearly bare 
We shivering sit, and suffer there 
Much more than I could tell. 
And yet I feel I acted well ; 
My father's £uth I held secure— 
And though I'm shelterless and po( 
I would not change that fiuth to bu 
All that these kingdoms could supj 
God be my friend !"— ** Amen !" tu 



LAMENT FOB THE S0K8 ( 
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The &luooa of the wood are flown. 
And I am left aloue — alune — 
Dig the graru both deep aad wide. 
A^ let lu Bluiuber tida b/ side. 

The dragons of the rock are sleeping, 
Sleep that wakes Dot for uur weeping; 
Dig the grave, aad make it ready, 
Laj me on my true-love's bodj. 

Lay their spears and bncklcrs bright 
By the warriors' sides aright ; 
Many a day the three before me 
On their linked bucklers bore me. 

Lay upon the low grave floor, 
'Neath each head, the blue claymore ; 
Maoy a time the noble tliree 
Beddcned these blue blades lor me. 

Ijiy the collars, as is meet. 
Of their greyhounds at their feet ; 
llany a time for me have they 
Bnnight the tall red deer to bay. 

In the falcon's jesses throw. 
Hook and arrow, line and bow ; 
Ne'er agMn, by stream or plain, 
Ijhall the gentle woodsmen go. 

Sweet eompanians, yc were cvct — 
Jiirah to me, your sister, aevet •, 
Woods and wilds, and m\s\,v va».\eia> 
Were with you as good's a^aia**!. 



Oh I to hear the echoes pea 
Bound our green and fairy 
When the three, with soarii 
Passed the silent skylark o*< 

Echo now, deep, mom and • 
Lark alone enchant the hea' 
Ardan's lips are scant of bre 
Naisi's tongue is eold in dea 

Stag, exult on glen and mou 
Salmon, leap from loch to fo 
Heron, in the free air warm 
Usnach*s sons no more will 1: 

Erin's stay no more you are. 
Rulers of the ridge of war 1 
Never more 'twill be your fiU 
To keep the beam of battle s 



THE PENAL DAVS. 

^In Seoflsul wliaU work IiaffthcfOpr-anil-twonl)' lattas li 
„ _ ,)»«■, but Ute (OU gtwMr vwlen of Uio bamin 

tbut dark time of cruel wrong, when on am 

tzj'B bremt, 
dreary loud, a rutlileaB code, witli wasting t 

rgentry stript of land and okn, sent exiles o't 



u tbe «calea on foreign fields for foreign 
gaia_ 
rpeople trod like vermiti down, all feoceless flung to 

lorCion, laet, and brutal whim, and 

t prieatliood tracked from cave to hut, like feloiui 

chaaed and laabod, 
1 from their minlBtering hands the lifted cUalicft 

dnahed; 
wt black time of lavr-wrought crime, of alifling 

and thrall, 
« Btood supreme one foul device, one engine worts 
tJian all. 

whom they wished to keep a, slave, they sought to 
make a brute — 
gr banned the light of heaven — tliey bade inati 

■if* second priest — the Teacher — sent to feed m 

F^ mind with lore — 

kfr AuirJtcd a price upon liiBlw&A, Mo^^.■Owi■^ 

m—fell tbey knew that never, tacc\w ^a** 



■.\. 






To that iinp«*— 

. -a aood and nature 

decay ^ Xrisl 

The Beed^^^'x^^ made' 



Deep lay the leeds, yet ranlcett weeds ipnmg miiif 

could thef tul ? 
Iir what were freedom's bleeeed woltb, if alaveiy 

wrought not bale ? 
■ tbrall, noA want, and ignorance, still deep and decp% 

grew. 
riiat narrel weakness, gloom, and strife fell Aatk 

amODgBt OS too, 
nd wrvile ttiougbts, that measuie not the inborn wealdk 

of man— 
Ind servile cringe, and subterfuge to 'scape our master^ 

ftjid drunkenness — our sense of voe a little while ta 

ind aimless feud, and murderouH plot — oh, c 

pause and weep I 
SOd ^ tbe darkneBB, faith in Heaven still shone, a 

saying ray, 
^Bd Heaven o'er our redemption watched, and chose iU 
_ own good day. 
ISro men were sent us — ooefor years, witli Titan strengtb 

of soul. 
Co beard our foes, to peal our wrongs, to band vs and 

control. 
lie other at a later time, on gentler r . _ _ _ .. 
to make our aobleet glory spring from out our saddett 

shame I 
On all our wondrous, upward course bath Heaven iti 

Ind we — but, oh, my countrymen, there's moch before 
usyetl 

tair Morrvwlhl the aselesB ponen ou 

coaaUeaa liarens desoUte, ov 



hoaru. 
But, oh, there is one pn^,. . 

hare grown, 
One worst neglect, the mind of ma 

unsown. 
Send Knowledge forth to scatter wid 

its seeds, 
The nurse of energy and hope, of ma 

tlvUUB* 

Let it go forth : right soon will spOng 

train 
That vanquish Nature's stuhbom si 

earth and main — 
Itself a nobler harvest tar than A 

gold, 
A higher wealth, a surer gain th 

e^old. 
Let it go forth unstained, and pu? 

holy leaven. 
With fearless forehead raised to M 

to Heav^ ; 
'''*«<^D let it sink in Irish hearts th 



n furtti — a migblieF foe to Eagland'* power than 



■id') own light — all Hcivealj' Itriglit — we ca 
'who 6^8 nay. 
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Sited Of Canlu, ths IrUh birO. tbit wIkiii dsfdredD 
. The liulf's nuac 
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" TaoB love can ne'er forget ; 
I, X'oodly as wben we met. 
1 Dearefit, I love Uiee yet, 
I My darling one !" 

f Thus suns a minetrel gay 
\ Hie sweet impaesioa'd lay, 
l Down by the ocean's ipray 
I At Bet of snn ; 

I Bat wilher'd was the minBtrere ; 
I Mom to him was daik as night, 
[ Yet Mb heart waa full oflieht; 
As he thua his lay begun. 

'■ IVue love can ne'er foie^ 
I Toadly as when we met, 
■"" rest, I love thee jet. 




A boat's light oar the 
O'er the sea ; 

Soon upon her native 
Doth a lovely lady lai 
With the minstrel's Ic 

Did o'er his wild 
** True love can ne'er 
Fondly as when we n 
Dearest, I love thee 3 

My darUng one !' 
Where the minstrel » 
There, that lady fair 
Within his hand she 1 

The bard dropp'd 

From his lips soft ble 
He kiss'd her hand w 
In trembling tones he 
Though he could 
"Rnt oh ! — the touch t 



THE STREAMS. 



eoailed ' Smp« tram' t 



Iriib In Knliiiiant uDd cipTwdaa.] 

The Btreitms, the dancing streams, 
How the? roll and Mae ! 

Like youth's fiureet dreams. 
When youth is most divine ; 

cWmesH where their bed is, 
'Mid pebblei in glosay ranks, 

BrightDesa cm their eddies, 
n their bantd. 



1,00k within Ibe TBJIey, 

Hkny a ubum u there; 
The winding ehoded sllej', 

The woodbine gliBt'oing ftii; 
The berries' crimioD fiiuh. 

The wild birds' cadence low, 
But chief of all, the gush 

or the Btreamlet'a singing flow 



Stand bcncnth the 

And down each vnggy ndc. 
From their Mcrot fouDtains, 
See lines of lilvet glide — 
Mark bov thp ripples 6wk 
Their Hporklce ihjuqA, 
If (here ig anylUiug 
More beautiful than 



I 
'■ • I -■ 



Oh ! in the sheltered 

Or on the hill side 
When spring flow^ers 

The summer birds 
In all that we raaj sc 

'Neath mom's or e' 
Can aught in nature 

More lovely than tl 
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Far away from Erin's stn 



Bonnd about ua here we see 

Bright eyes like liew, and tunny faces, 
Charming all 1 — if all were free 

Of foreign aJcs, of borrowed graceg. 
Mary's eye it flashes truth I 

Aad Mary's spirit, Mary'4 nature, 

Irish Lady," fresh in youlh. 

Hare beaniGil o'er every look and feature ! 

e« ! our Iriah Mary dear '. 

When La Toumiire doth make ua wear'' 
We Imve you, to turn unto 

For native grace, our Irish Mary. 

Bighi of home I — her Erin's songs 

O'er all their songs we lore to listen ; 
Tears of home I — her Erin's wrongs 

Subdue our kindred eyes to glisten ! 
Qh I should woe to gloom consign 

The clear flre-side of love and honour, 
Ton will see a holier sign 

Of Irish Mary bright upon her ! 
Yes I our Irish Mary dear 

WIU light that home, though e'er so dreary 
Shining still o'er clouds of ill. 

Sweet star of life, our Irish Mary 1 



THE LAST FBIENDS. 



tVith time and with fortune. \»aA ft*A ^t»wo-'« 




-Bpresding deEerte and r 
The land of old itorj, thej Eummoot 

They rose on my dreams through the s 
They breathed upon sands which thi 

For the echoes were buthed ip the hon 
Bat I knev that the monntauis wi 

The diut of mj> kindred is scattered af 

Tliey lie in the desert, the wild, anc 
For serving Uie strangers through van 

The isle of their memory could graii 
And I, I return with the memory of y 

Whose hope rose so high though in 
They luive left Qn my soul but the If 

But our mountains n ■ -■ » 



Clh ! where are the brave hearts thTCJ 

And where are the faces my thiliHR 

For fair brows are furrowed, and h 



rl it bo with the hearU of the isle, 
\a tlark seal that oppression hath lei; 
k the lost glory agiin to the eoil, 
■the hill* of m; coontiy remember it jret! 



THE IRISH EXILES. 



[heh rounil the fbative Chriitmu Uoonl, or by the 

ChrietiDU hearth, 
bat gloriouB mingled draught is pour'd — wine, melody, 

and mirth 1 
'ben iricnila long ahsent tell, low.loned, their joyi and 

nd hand grasps hand, and eyelids Sll, aad lips meet 

lips DDCe more— 
h I in that hour 'twere kindly dooe, some woman's 

yoicB would say — 

>t tbiee wha're «ad to-niglit — poor exiles, far 

L for them 1 this morning's sun saw mnnyamoiat 

eye pour 
- • '-g lote, with longings vain, the waste Atlantic 

i When he turned hit lion-eye this cv'ning from the 
^ West, 
Indian shoree were lined witU ttvowi wW ^■arioRft. 
, hia couched crest ; 

ILhig glory. X\ven, ot ft'uA**^''^™,^ 



_'gtta Ma gj^i^" 






^„^ were around the t. 



'"•' >talA„. ■ 

&■ ftlLl "."'"WIS-. " «''' "ia7 feU^s, ,. - 



And hand grasps nana, »u« '^j— 

Up8 once more — 
In that bright hour, perhaps— pe 

voice would say— 
cc Thinlt— think on those who wee] 
far away !" 
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